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THE    ART    OF 


POLITICAL     LYING. 


r  I  ^HE  author,   in  his  preface,  makes  feme  very 

J.     judicious  reflections  upon  the  original  of  arts 

and  iciences  :   that  at  firil  they  confift  of  fcattered 

a 

theorems  and  practices,  which  are  handed  about 
amongft  the  matters,  and  only  revealed  to  the  Jilii 
artiSy  till  fuch  time  as  fome  great  genius  appears,, 
who  collects  thefe  disjointed  proportions,  and  re- 
duces them  into  a  regular  fyftem.  That  this  is  the 
cafe  of  that  noble  and  ufeful  art  of  political  lying, 
which,  in  this  laft  age,  having  been  enriched  with 
feveral  new  difcoveries,  ought  not  to  lie  any  longer 
in  rubbifh  and  confuilon,  but  may  juftly  claim  a 
place  in  the  Encyclopaedia,  efpecially  fuch  as  ferves 
for  a  model  of  education  for  an  able  politician, 
That  he  propofes  to  himfelf  no  fmall  flock  of  fame 
in  future  ages,  in  being  the  firft  who  has  underta- 
ken this  deiign  ;  and  for  the  fame  reafon  he  hopes 
the  imperfection  of  his  work  will  be  excufed.  He 
invites  all  perfons  who  have  any  talents  that  way,  or 
any  new  difcovery,  to  communicate  their  thoughts, 
adoring  them  that  honourable  mention  fhould  be 
made  of  them  in  his  work. 

The  firft  volume  confifts  &f  chven  chapters. 

In  the  fir/I  chapter  of  his  excellent  treatife,  lie. 
reafons  philofophically  concerning  the  nature  of 
the  foul  of  man,  and  thofe  qualities  which  rend-.r 
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it  fufceptible  of  lies.  He  fuppofes  the  foul  to  be 
of  the  nature  of  a  piano- cylindrical  fpeculum,  or 
looking-glafs  ;  that  the  plain  fide  was  made  by  God 
Almighty,  but  that  the  devil  afterwards  wrought 
the  other  into  a  cylindrical  figure.  The  plain  fide 
reprefents  objects  juft  as  they  are ;  and  the  cylin- 
drical fide,  by  the  rules  of  catoptrics,  muft  needs 
reprefent  true  objects  falfc,  and  falfe  objects  true  : 
but  the  cylindrical  fide,  being  much  the  lai  ger  furface, 
takes  in  a  great  compafs  of  vifual  rays.  That  ttpon 
the  cylindrical  fide  of  the  foul  of  man  depends  the 
whole  art  and  fuccefs  of  political  lying.  The  au- 
thor, in -this  chapter,  proceeds  to  reafon  upon  the 
qualities  of  the  mind  :  as  its  peculiar  fondnefs  of 
the  malicious  and  the  miraculous.  The  tendency 
of  the  foul  towards  the  malicious,  fprings  from 
felf-love,  or  a  pleafure  to  find  mankind  more  wick- 
ed, bafe,  or  unfortunate,  than  ourfelves.  The  de- 
fign  of  the  miraculous  proceeds  from  the  inactivity 
of  the  foul,  or  its  incapacity  to  be  moved  or  de- 
lighted with  any  thing  that  is  vulgar  or  common. 
The  author  having  eftablifhed  the  qualities  of  the 
-mind,  upon  which  his  art  is  founded,  he  pro- 
ceeds, 

In  his  fecontl  chapter,  to  treat  of  *he  nature  of 
political  lying ;  which  he  defines  to  be,  "  the  art 

of  convincing  the  people  of  falutary  falfehoods> 
"  for  fome  good  end."  Ii-  rills  it  an  art,  to  di- 
ftinguiih  it  from  that  of  telling  truth,  which  does 
not  feem  to  want  art ;  but  then  Le  would  have  this 
underftood  only  as  to  the  invention,  becaufe  there 
is. indeed  more  art  neceiTary  to  convince  the  people 
of  a  falutary  truth,  than  a  falutary  falfehood. 
Then  he  proceeds  to  prove,  that  there  are  falutary 
falfelipods,  of  which  he  gives  a  great  many  inftan- 
ces,  both  before  and  after  the  revolution  ;  and  de- 
monftrates  plainly,  that  we  could  not  have  carried 
on  tL.  v.rir  fg  long,  without  feveral  of  thefe  falu- 

7  fahchoods.     He  gives  rules   to  calculate  the 

value 
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value  of  a  political  lie,  in  pounds,  Shillings,  and 
pence.  By  gocd  he  does  not  mean  that  which  is 
abfolutely  fo,  but  what  appears  fo  to  the  artift, 
which  is  a  fufficient  ground  for  him  to  proceed  up- 
on ;  and  he  diftinguifhes  the  good,  as  it  commonly 
is,  into  bomim,  ztti/e,  duke,  ct  hone/him.  He  {hews 
you,  that  there  are  political  lies  of  a  mixed  nature, 
which  include  all  the  three  in  different  refpecb  : 
that  the  utile  reigns  generally  about  the  Exchange, 
the  dukd  and  honeflum  at  the  Weftminfter  end  ot" 
the  town.  One  man  fpreads  a  lie  to  iell  or  buy 
ftock  to  greater  advantage ;  a  fecond,  becnufc  it  is 
N  honourable  to  ferve  his  party  ;  and  a  third,  bc- 
caufe  it  is  fweet  to  gratify  his  revenge.  Having 
explained  the  feveral  terms  of  his  definition,  h.* 
proceeds, 

In  his  third  chapter,  to  treat  of  the-  lawfulnefe 
of  political  lying  ;  which  he  deduces  from  its  true 
and  genuine  principles,  by  inquiring  into  the  feve- 
ral rights  that  mankind  have  to  truth.     He  iliews.,  . 
that  people  have  a  right  to  private  truth  from  their 
neighbours,  and  oeconomical  truth  from  their  own 
family  ;  that  they  fhould   not  be   abufed   by  their 
wives,  children,  and  fervants;  but  that  they  have- 
no  right  at  all  to  political  truth  ;    that  the   people 
may  as  well  all  pretend  to  be  lords  of  manors,  anJ 
poilefs  great  eftates j  as  to  have  truth  told  them  in 
matters  of  government.     The  author,  with  great 
judgment,  ftates  the  ieveral  ihares  of  mankind  in 
this  matter  of  truth,    according  to   their  feveral 
capacities,  dignities,  and  profefQoris  ;  and  iliews  you 
that  children  have  hardly  any  mare  at  all ;   in  con- 
fequence  of  which,    they  have  very  feldom  any- 
truth  told  them.     It  muft  be  owned,    that   the  au- 
thor in  this  chapter  has  fome  feeming  difficulties  to- 
anfwer,  and  texts  of  fcripture  to  explain. 

The  fourth  chapter  is  wholly  employed  in  this 
queftion,  "  Whether  the  right  of  coinage  of  poli- 
"  cal  lies  be  wholly  in  the  government  ?"  The  au- 
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thor,  who  is  a  true  friend  to  Englifli  liberty,  de- 
ten-nines  in  the  negative,  and  anfwers  all  the  argu- 
ments of  the  opppiite  party  with  great  acutenefs  : 
that  as  the  government  of  England  has  a  mixture 
of  democratical  in  it,  fo  the  right  of  inventing  and 
ipreading  political  lies  is  partly  in  the  people  ;  and 
their  obftinate  adherence  to  this  juft  privilege  has 
been  moft  confpicuous,  and  iliined  with  great 
luftre  of  late  years  :  that  it  happens  very  often, 
that  there  are  no  other  means  left  to  the  good  peo- 
ple of  England,  to  pull  down  a  miniilry  and  go- 
vernment they  are  weary  of,  but  by  exercifing  this 
their  undoubted  right  :  that  abundance  of  political 
lying,  is  a  fure  fign  of  true  Engliih  liberty  :  that 
as  minifters  do  fometimes  ufe  tools  to  fuppprt  their 
own  power,  it  is  but  reaibnable  that  the  people  ihould 
employ  the  lame  weapon  to  defend  themfelves,  and 
pull  them  down. 

In  his  fftb  chapter,  he  divides  political  'I,ies  into 
ieveral  fpecies  and  clafles,  and  gives  precepts  about 
the  inventing,  fpreading,  and  propagating,  the  fe- 
veral  forts  of  them:  he  begins  with  the  rumores, 
and  llbelli  famofiy  iuch  as  concern  the  reputation  of 
men  in  power  :  where  he  finds  fault  with  the  com- 
mon miitake,  that  takes  notice  only  of  one  fort, 
viz.  the  detractory  or  defamatory,  whereas  in  truth 
i here  are  three  forts,  the  detraftory,  the  additory9 
and  the  tr (inflatory.  The  additory  gives  to  a  great 
man  a  larger  fhare  of  reputation  than  belongs  to 
him,  to  enable  him  to  ferve  fome  good  end  or  pur- 
pofe.  The  detraffery,  or  defamatory,  is  a  lie  which 
takes  from  a  great  man  the  reputation  that  juftly 
belongs  to  him,  for  fear  he  fliould  ufe  it  to  the  detri- 
ment of  the  public.  The  tranfiatory  is  a  lie  that 
transfers  the  merit  of  a  man's  good  a£iion  to  ano- 
ther, who  is  in  himfelf  more  delerving  ;  or  transfers 
the  merit  of  a  bad  aclion  from  the  true  author,  to  a 
perfon  who  is  in  himfelf  lefs  delerving.  He  gives  feveral 
inftances  of  very  great  iirokes  in  all  the  three  kinds, 
cfpecially  in  the  laft,  when  it  was  neceflary  for  the 

good 
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good  of  the  public  to  "  beftow  the  valour  and  con- 
duel  of  one  man  upon  another,  and  that  of  many 
to  one  man,"  nay,  even*,  upon  a  good  occaiion, 
a  man  may  be  robbed  of  his  victory  by  a  perfon  that 
did  not  command  in  the  action.  The  reitoring  and 
destroying  the  public  may  be  afcribcd  to  peribnswho 
had  no  hand  in  either.  The  author  exhorts  all 
gentlemen  practitioners  to  excerciie  themfelves  in 
the  tranjtdtory)  becaufe  the  existence  of  the  things 
themfelves  being  viiible,  and  not  demanding  any , 
proof,  there  wants  n-othing  to  be  put  upon  the  pub- 
lic, but  a  falle  author,  .or  a  falfc  cauie;  which  is 
no  great  prefumption  upon  the  credulity  oi -mankind, 
to  whom  the  lecret  Iprings  of  things  are  for  the 
mo  ft  part  unknown. 

The  author  proceeds  to  give  fome  precepts  as  to 
the  additory  :  that  when  one  afcribcs  any  thing 
to  a  perfon  which  does  not  belong  to  him,  the  lie 
ought  to  be  calculated  not  quite  contradictory  to  his 
known  qualities  :  for  example,  one  would  not 
make  the  French  King  prefect  at  a  Proteftant  con- 
venticle ;  nor,  like  Queen  Eliiabeth,  reftore  the 
overplus  of  taxes  to  his  iubjects.  One  would 
not  bring  in  the  Emperor  giving  two  months  pay  in 
advance  to  his  troops  ;  nor  the  Dutch  paying 

*  Major  General  Webb  obtained  a  glorious  victory  over  the  French 
near  Wynendale  in  the  year  1708.  He  was  fent  with  6000  of  the 
confederate  troops  to  guard  a  great  convoy  to  the  alKed  army  befieging 
Lille;  C-Unt  de  la  Motte  came  cut  from  Ghent  with  near  24,000 
men  to  entercept  them  ;  but  M.vj.-Gen.  Wtbb  difpofed  his  men  with 
fuch  admirable  fkill,  that  notwithstanding  the  vaft  fr.periority  of  num- 
bers, by  the  pure  force  of  order  and  difpofition  the  French  were  driven 
back  in  two  or  three  fucceflive  attempts,  and  afcer  having  loft  6  or 
yoco  men,  could  be  brought  to  charge  no  mjre.  This  rruyjuftly  be 
reckoned  amongft  the  greatest  adlions  of  that  war  :  but  the  Duke  of 
Marlborongh's  lecretary,  in  his  Ltter  written  to  Knglan-i,  gave  a!J 
the  honour  of  it  10  Gen.  Cadogan,  the  Duke's  favourite,  who  did 
not  come  up  till  after  the  engagement.  This  was  io  refcnted  by  Gen. 
Webb,  that  he  left  the  army  in  difguft ;  and  coining  into  England  to 
do  himfelf  jufHce,  received  the  unanirrous  thanks  of  the  hru'~e  of 
Commons  for  his  eminent  ferviccs  by  that  great  aftion}  which  was 
al!o  acknowledged  in  a  diftinguifhing  manner  by  the  King  of  Pruflia, 
who  b. flowed  on  him  tf:e  order  of getierofity, 

more 
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.  more  than  their  quota.     One  would  not    make  ths 
fame  perfbn  zealous  for  a  ilanding  army  and  pub- 
lic liberty  ;  nor  an  atheift  fupport  the  church  ;  nor 
a  lewd  fellow  a  reformer  of  manners  ;   nor  a  hot- 
headed,    crack-brained    coxcomb   forward   for  a 
fcheme  of  moderation.     But  if  it  is  abfolutely  ne- 
ceflary,  that  a  perfon  is  to  have  fome  good  adven- 
titious quality  given   him,  the   author's  precept  is, , 
ihat  it  fhould  not  be  done  at  firft  in   exremo  gradv. 
For   example;  they  mould   not  make   a  covetous  • 
man  give  away  all  at  once  live  thoufand  pounds  5n- 
a  charitable  generous  xvay  ;   twenty  or  thirty  pounds 
niav  fufKce  at  firft.     Thev  fhould  not   introduce  a- 

*  ^  J 

peribnof  remarkable  ingratitude  to  his  benefactors, 
rewarding  a  poor  man  for  fome  good  office  that 
was  done  him  thirty  years  ago  ;  but  they  may  allow 
him  to  acknowledge  a  fervice  to  a  perfon  who  is" - 
capable  ftill  to  do  him  another.  A  man  whofe 
perfonal  courage  is  fufpected,  is  not  at  iirfl  to 
drive  whole  fquadrons  before  him  ;  but  he  may  be 
allowed  the  merit  of  fome  fquabble,  or  throwing 
a  bottle  at  his  adverfary's  head. 

It  will  not  be  allowed  to  make  a  great  man,  that 
is  a  known  defpifer  of  religion,  fpend  whole  days 
in  his  clofet  at  his  devotion :  but  you  mav  with 
lafety  make  him  fit  out  public  prayers  with  decen- 
cy. A  great  man,  who  has  never  been  known 
willingly  to  pay  a  juft  debt,  ought  not  all  of  a 
fudden  to  be  introduced  making  reftitution  of 
thoufands  he  has  cheated  ;  let  it  fuffice  at  firft 
to  pay  twenty  pounds  to  a  friend,  who  has  loft  his 
note. 

He  lays  down  the  fame  rules  in  the  detractory  or 
defamatory  kind  ;  that  they  fhould  not  be  quite  op- 
pofite  to  the  qualities  the  perfons  are  fuppofed  to 
have.  Thus  it  will  not  be  found  according  to  the 
fecond  rules  of  pfeudclogy,  to  report  of  a  pious  and 
religious  prince,  that  he  neglects  his  devotion,  and 
would  introduce  hercfy;  but  you  may  report  of  a 

merciful 
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merciful  prince,  that  he  has  pardoned  a  criminal 
who  did  not  deferve  it.  You  would  be  unfuccefs- 
ful,  if  you  gave  out  of  a  great  man,  who  is  re- 
markable for  his  frugality  for  the  public,  that  he 
fquanders  away  the  nation's  money  ;  but  you  may 
fafely  relates  that  he  hoards  it:  you  muft  not  affirm, 
he  took  a  bribe  ;  but  you  may  freely  cenlure  him 
for  being  tardy  in  his  payments ;  becaufe,  though 
neither  may  be  true,  yet  the  laft  is  credible,  the 
lirft  not.  Of  an  open-hearted  generous  mini- 
fter  you  are  not  to  fay,  that  he  was  in  an  intrigue  to 
betray  his  country  ;  but  you  may  affirm,  with  fome 
probability,  that  he  was  in  an  intrigue  with  a  lady. 
He  warns  all  practitioners  to  take  good  heed  to 
thefe  precepts  ;  for  want  of  which,  many  of  their 
lies  of  late  have  proved  abortive,  or  fhort-lived. 

In  the  ilxth  chapter  he  treats  of  the  miraculous; 
by  which  he  understands  any  thing  that  exceeds  the 
common  degrees  of  probability.  In  refpect  of  the 
people  it  is  divided  into  two  forts,  the  TO  <po£?eov,  01? 
the  TO  9-vuoit&',,  terrifying  lies,  and  animating  or 
encouraging  liss,  both  being  extremely  ufeful  on 
their  proper  occafions,  Concerning  the  T«  $c,£t£ovt 
he  gives  feveral  rules  ;  one  of  which  is,  that  ter- 
rible objects,  fhoukl  not  be  too  frequently  ihewn  to 
the  people,  left  they  grow  familiar.  He  fays,  it  is 
abibiutely  neceiB.ry,  that  the  people  of  England 
fhould  be  frighted  with  the  French  .King  and  the 
pretender  once  a-year ;  but  that  the  bears  fhould 
be  chained  up  again,  till  that  time  twelvemonth. 
The  want  of  obfer ving  this  fo  neceilary  a  precept, 
in  bringing  out  the  raiu  head  and  bloody  bones  upon 
every  trifling  occaiion,  has  produced  great  indiffe- 
rence in  the  vulgar  of  late  years.  As  to  the  ani- 
mating or  encouraging  lies  he  gives  the  following 
rules  ;  that  he  ihould  not  far  exceed  the  common 
degrees  of  probability  :  that  there  ihould  be  variety 
of  them;  and  the  fame  lie  not  obftinatelv  iniifted 

J 

upon  :  that  the  promifTory  or  prognosticating    lies 
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fhould  not  be  upon  fhort  days^  for  fear  the  authors 
fhouki  have-  the  ilia  me  and  confuiion  to  fee  them- 
f  elves  fpeedily  contradicted.  He  examines  by  thefe 
rule?  that  well  meant,  but  unfortunate  lye  of  the 
conqueft  of  Fiance,  which  continued  near  twenty- 
years  together  *  ;  bur  at  laft,  by  being  too  obili- 
nately  in  lifted  upoiv  't  was  worn  thread-bare,  and 
became  unfuccefsful.  * 

As  to  the  TO  Tg£*.-ft&i.  or  the  prodigious,  he  h.is 
little  to  advife,  but  tha;  their  comets,  whales,  and 
dragons  fhouki  be  iizeable;  their  ftorms,  tempefts, 
and  earthquakes,  without  the  reach  of  a  day's 
journey  of  a  mm  and  horie. 

The  feventh  chapter  is  wholly  taken  up  in  an  en- 
quiry, which  of  the  two  parties  f  are  the  greateft 
artills  in  political  lying.  He  owns,  that  fometimes 
the  one  party,  and  ibmeti  aes  the  other,  is  better 
believed,  but  that  they  have  both  very  great  ge- 
niufes  arnongft  them.  He  c.«.tributes  the  ill  fuccefs  of 
ei-hci  party  to  their  glutting  the  market,  and  retail- 
ing roo  much  of  a  bad  commodity  at  once  :  when 
there  ib  too  great  a  quantity  of  worms,  it  is  hard  to 
catch  gudgeons.  He  propofes  a  fcheme  for  the  re- 
covery of  the  credit  of  any  party,  which  indeed 
feems  to  be  fomewhat  chimerical  and  does  not  fa- 
vour of  that  found  judgement  the  author  has  {hewn  - 
in  the  reft  of  the  work.  It  amounts  to  this,  that 
the  party  fhould  agree  to  vent  nothing  but  truth 
for  three  months  together,  which  will  give  them 
credit  for  fix  months  lying  afterwards.  He  owns, 
that  he  believes  it  almoft  importable  to  find  fit  per- 
fons  to  execute  this  fcheme.  Towards  the  end  of 
this  chapter,  he  inveighs  feverely  againft  the  fo^Jy 
of  parties  in  retaining  fcoundreis  and  men  of  low 
genius  to  retail  their  lyes  ;  fuch  as  moft  of  the  pre- 
ient  news-writers-  are,  who,  except  a  ftrong  bent 
and  inclination  towards  the  profeilion,  feem  to  be 

*  Durirg  the  reigns  of  K.  Wjllam  and   Q._  Anne. 
•f  See  the  Examiner,  No  xiv.  vol.  2. 

wholly 


THE  APxT  OF  POLITICAL  LYING,      is 

wholly  ignorant  in  the  rules  of  pfeudolcgy,  and  not 
at  all  qualified  for  fo  weighty  a  truft. 

In  his  next  chapter  he  treats  of  fome  extraordi- 
nary geniufes,  who  have  appeared  of  late  years,  e- 
fpeciaUy  in  their  difpofition  towards  the  miraculous. 
He  advifes  thefe  hopeful  young  men  to  turn  theix* 
invention  to  the;fervice  of  their  country,  it  being 
inglorious,  at  this  time,  to  employ  their  talent  in 
prodigious  fox-chafes,  horfe-courfes,  feats  of  acti- 
vity in  driving  of  coaches.,  jumping,  running,  fwal 
lowing  of  peaches,  pulling  out  whole  lets  of  teeth, 
to  clean,  &c.  when  their  country  ftands  fo  much 
.in  need  of  their  aiiiftance. 

The  eight  chapter  is  a  project  for  uniting  the  fe- 
^veral  fmaller  corporations  of  lyers  into  one  fociety. 
It  is  too  tedious  to  give  a  full  account  of  the  whole 
fcheme  :  what  is  moft  remarkable  is,  that  this  fo- 
<ciety  ought  to  confin:  of  the  heads  of  each  party  : 
that  no  lye  is  to  pafs  current  without  their  appro- 
bation, they  being  the  bell  judges  of  their  prefent 
^exigencies,  and  what  fort  of  lyes  are  demanded  : 
that  in  fuch  a  corporation  there  ought  to  be  men  of 
all  profeffions,  that  the  ro  ^OTTQV  and  the  ?o  tv  Aoyo?, 
that  is,  decency  and  probability,  may  be  obferved  as 
much  as  porHble  :  that,  beiides  the  perfons  above- 
mentioned,  this  fociety  ought  to  coniift  of  the 
hopeful  gen iufes  about  the  town,  (of  which  there 
are  great  plenty  to  be  picked  up  in  the  fevcral 
cofree-houfes),  travellers,  virtuofos,  fox-hunters, 
jockies,  attornies,  old  feamen  and  foldiers  out  of 
the  hofpitals  of  Greenwich  and  Chelfea  :  to  this  fo- 
ciety, fo  constituted,  ought  to  be.  committed  the 
fole  management  of  lying  :  that  in  their  outer- 
room  there  ought  always  to  attend  fome  perfons 
endowed  with  a  great  frock  of  credulity,  a  genera- 
tion that  thrives  mightily  in  this  foil  and  climate  : 
he  thinks  a  fufficient  number  of  them  may  be  pick- 
ed up  any  where  about  the  Exchange  :  thefe  are  to 
circulate,  wliat  die  other  coin  ;  for  no  man  fpreads 
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a  lye  with  fo  good  a  grace,  as  he  that   believes  it  : 
that  the  rule  of  the  fociety  be  to   invent  a  lye,  and 
fbmetimes  two,   for  every  day  :     in  the   choice   of 
which  great  regard  ought  to  be  had  to  the  weather, 
and  the  feafon  of  the    year :  your  $<>»«£«  or  terri- 
fying /yes,  do  mighty  well   in  November    and  De- 
cember, but    not  fo  well  in  May  and  June,  unlefs 
the  eafterly  winds  reign  :   that  it  ought  to  be  penal 
for  any  body  to    talk   of   any  thing  but  the  lye  of 
the  day ;  that  the  fociety  is  to  maintain  a  fufficient 
number  of  fpies  at  court,  and  other  places,  to  fur- 
nifli  hints  and  topics  for  invention,  and  a  general 
correfpondence  of  all  the  market-towns  for  circulat- 
ing their  lies  ;  that  if  any  of  the  fociety  were  ob- 
ferved  to  blufh,  or  look   out  of  countenance,  or 
want  a  necelTary  circumftance  in  telling  the  lye,  he 
ought  to  be  expelled,  and  declared  incapable  ;  be- 
iides  the  roaring  lies,  there  ought  to  be  a  private 
committee  for  whifpers,  conftituted  of  the    ableft 
men  of  the  fociety.     Here    the  author  makes  a  di- 
greflion  in  praife  of  the  Whig-party,  for  the  right 
underftanding  and  ufe   of  proof-lies.     A  proof -lye 
is  like  a  proof- charge  for  a  piece  of  ordnance,  to 
try    a   ftandard-credulity.     Of  fuch   a  nature   he 
takes   tranfubftantiation   to    be  in   the  church    of 
Rome,  a  proof-article,  which  if  any  one  fwallows, 
they  are  fure  he  will  digeft  every  thing  elfe  :  there- 
fore the  Whig-party  do  wifely  to   try  the  credulity 
of  the  people  ibmetimes  by  fwingers,  that  they  may 
be  able  to  judge,  to  what  height   they  may  charge 
them  afterwards.     Towards   the  end  of  this  chap- 
ter, he  warns  the  heads  of  parties  againft  believing 
their    own  lies,  which  has    proved  of   pernicious 
confequence  of  late,  both   a  wife  party  and  a  wife 
nation  having  regulated   their  affairs  upon  lies  of 
their  own  invention.     The  caufes   of   this  he  fup- 
pofes  to    be  too  great  a  zeal  and  intenfenefs  in  the 
practice  of  this  art,  and  a  vehement  heat  in  imitual 
converfation,  whereby  they  perfuade  one  another, 

that 
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that  what  they  wifh,  and  report  to  be  true,  is  real- 
ly ib :  that  all  parties  have  been  fubject  to  this  mif- 
fortune.  The  Jacobites  have  been  conftantlyinferted 
with  it  ;  but  the  Whigs  of  latefcemed  even  to  exceed 
them  in  this  ill  habit  and  weaknefs.  To  this  chap- 
ter the  author  fubjoins  a  calendar  of  lies,  proper 
for  the  feveral  months  of  the  year. 

The  ninth  chapter  treats  of  the  celerity  and  du- 
ration of  lies.  As  to  the  celerity  of  their  mo- 
tion, the  author  fays  it  is  almoft  incredible  :  he  gives 
feveral  inftances  of  lies,  that  have  gone  farter  than  a 
man  can  ride  port :  your  terrify  ing  lies  travel  at  a  pro- 
digious rate,  above  ten  miles  an  hour;  your  whif- 
pers  move  in  a  narrow  vortex,  but  very  fwiftly. 
The  author  fays,  it  is  impoffible  to  explain  feveral 
phenomena  in  relation  to  the  celerity  of  lies,  with- 
out the  fuppoiition  of  fynchronijm  and  combination. 
As  to  duration  of  lies,  he  fays,  there  are  of  all 
ibrts,  from  hours  and  days  to  ages ;  that  there  a.re 
fome,  which,  like  infedts,  die  and  revive  again  in  a 
different  form  ;  that  good  artifts,  like  people  who 
build  upon  a  fhort  leafe,  will  calculate  the  dura- 
tion of  a  lie  lurely  to  anfwer  their  purpofe  :  to  laft 
jruit  as  long,  and  no  longer,  than  the  turn  is  ferved. 

The  tenth  chapter  treats  of  the  characterises  of 
lies :  how  to  know,  when,  where,  and  by  whom 
invented  ?  Your  Dutch,  Ennliih,  and  French  ware 

*  \^j  * 

are  amply  cliitinguilhed  from  one  another  ;  an  Ex- 
change lie  from  one  coined  at  the  other  end  of  the 
town  ;  great  judgement  is  to  be  {hewn  as  to  the 
place,  where  the  'fpecks  is  intended  to  cir- 
culate :  very  low  and  bafe  coin  will  ferve  for 
Wapping  ;  there  are  feveral  collee-houfes,  that 
have  their  particular  {lamps,  which  a  judicious 
practitioner  may  eafily  know.  All  your  great  men 
have  their  proper  phantateuftics.  The  author  fays, 
he  has  attained  by  ftudy  and  application  to  fo 
great  Ikill  in  this  matter,  that  brings  him  any  He, 
he  can  tell  v/hofe  image  it  bears  fo  truly,  as  the 
VOL.  VII.  B  great 
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great  man  himfelf  fliall  not  have  the  face  to  deny 
it.  The  pvomifibry  lies  of  great  men  are  known 
by  fhouldering,  hugging,  fqueezing,  fmiling  bow- 
ing; and  their  lies  in  matter  of  fact  by  immoderate 
1  wearing. 

He   fpends   the  whole    eleventh  chapter  on  one 
iimple  queftion,  Whether  a  lie  is  bejt  contradicted  by 
truth,  or  by  another  lie,  f     The   author  fay?,  that, 
confidering  the  large  extent  of  the  cylinderical  fur- 
face  of  the  foul,  and  the  great  propenilty  to  believe 
lies  in  the  generality  of  mankind   of  late  years,  he 
thinks  the  propereft  contradiction  to  a  lie  is  ano- 
ther lie.     For  example  ;  if  it    fliould  be  repoited, 
that  the  Pretender  was  at  London,   one  would  not 
contradict  it,  by  faying  he  never  was  in   England ; 
but  you  mufr  prove  by  eye-witnefTes,  that  he  came 
no  farther  than  Greenwich,  and  then  went  back  a- 
gain.     Thus  if  it  be  fpread  about,  that  a  great  per- 
foa  were  dying  of  fome  difeafe,  you  muft  not  fay 
the  truth,  that  they  are  in  health,  and  never  had 
fuch  a  difeafe,  but  that  they  are  flowly  recovering 
of  it.     So  there  was  not  long  ago  a  gentleman,  who 
affirmed,  that  the  treaty  with  France,  for  bringing 
popery    and   flavery    into  England,  was  figned  the 
j 5th   of  September;  to   which    another  anfwered 
very  judicioufly,  not  by  oppoiing   truth  to  his  lie, 
that  there  was  no  fuch  treaty  ;  but  that,  to  his  cer- 
tain knowledge,  there   were   many  things  in  that 
treaty  not  yet  adjufted. 

The  account    of  the  fecond  volume   of  this  excellent 
treatifs  is  referred  to  antyher  time. 
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REASONS  humbly  offered  by  the  company 
excrcifmg  the  trade  and  trtyftery  of  UP- 
HOLDERS, againil  part  of  the  BILL,  for 
the  better  viewing,  fearching^  and  examining 
drugs ,  medicines  ^  6cc.  1724*. 


P  EING  called  upon  by  feveral  retailers  and  dif- 
penfers  of  drugs  and  medicines  about  town,  to 
ufe  our  endeavours  againft  the  bill  now  depending 
for  viewing,  &c.  In  regard  of  our  common  inter- 
eft,  and  in  gratitude  to  the  faid  retailers  and  diipen- 
fers  of  medicines,  which  we  have  always  found  to 
be  very  effectual,  we  prefume  to  lay  the  follov/ing 
reafons  before  the  public  againft  the  bill. 

That  the  company  of  upholders  are  far  from  be- 
ing averfe  to  the  giving  of  drugs  and  medicines  in 
general,  provided  they  may  be  of  fuck  qualities  as 
we  require,  and  adminiftcrecl  by  fuch  peribns,  in 
whom  our  company  juftly  rcpoie  the  greateft  confi- 
dence :  and  provided  they  tend  to  the  encourage- 
ment of  trade,  and  the  confumption  of  the  woollen 
manufacture  of  this  kingdom. 

We  beg  leave  to  obferve,  that  there  hath  been  no 
complaint  from  any  of  the  nobility,  gentry,  and  ci- 
tizens whom  we  have  attended.  Our  practice, 
which  conftfts  chiefly  in  outward  applications,  hi- 
ving been  always  fo  effectual,  that  none  of  our  pa.  - 
liems  have  been  obliged  to  undergo  a  iecond  opera- 

*  In  the  year  1724  the  phyfchns  rrnde  appl'cntion  to  parliament: 
to  prevent  apothecaries  difpCnftcg  medicine  \vithout  the  prcfcripcio;; 
of  a  phyfician  :  juiing,  v.hich  this  tra6l  was  dup  •••f.d  li>\  tli>;  court  of" 
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tion,  excepting  one  gentlewoman  ;  who,  after  her 
firft  burial,  having  burdened  her  hufband  with  a 
new  brood  of  pofthumous  children,  her  fecond  fu- 
neral was  by  us  performed  without  any  further 
charges  to  the  laid  hnfband  of  the  deceafed.  And 
we  humbly  hope,  that  one  fingle  inftance  of  this 
kind,  a  misfortune  owing  merely  to  the  avarice  of 
a  fexton  in  cutting  off  a  ring,  will  not  be  imputed 
to  any  want  of  ikill,  or  care  in  our  company! 

We  humbly  conceive,  that  the  power  by  this  bill 
lodged  in  the  cenfors  of  the  college  of  phyikians, 
to  reftrain  any  of  his  Majefty's  fubjects  from  dif- 
penfing,  and  well- difpofed  perfons  from  taking  what 
medicines  they  pleaie,  is  a  manifcft  incroachment 
on  the  liberty  and  property  of  the  fubjecl. 

As  the  company,  exercifing  the  trade  and  myf- 
tery  of  upholders,  have  an  undifputed  right  in  and 
\\pon  the  bodies  of  all  and  every  the  fubjects  of  the 
kingdom  ;  we  conceive  the  pafiing  of  this  bill,  tho' 
not  abfolutely  depriving  theiP  of  their  faid  right, 
might  keep  them  out  of  poileffion  by  unreasonable 
delays,  to  the  great  detriment  of  our  company  and 
their  numerous  families. 

We  hope  it  will  be  confidered,  that  there  are 
multitudes  of  neceffitous  heirs  and  penurious  pa- 
rents, perfons  in  pinching  circumftances  with  nu- 
,  merous  families  of  children,  wives  that  have  lived 
long,  many  robuft  aged  women  with  great  jointures, 
elder  brothers  with  bad  underflandings,  fingle  heirs 
of  great  eftates,  whereby  the  collateral  line  are  for 
ever  excluded,  reverfionary  patents,  and  reverfion- 
nrj  promifes  of  preferments,  leafes  upon  fingle 
lives,  and  play-debts  upon  joint-lives,  and  that  the 
perfons  fo  aggrieved  have  no  hope  of  being  fpeedi- 
ly  relieved  any  other  way,  than  by  the  difpenfing 
of  drugs  and  medicines  in  the  manner  they  now 
are  ;  burying  alfve  being  judged  repugnant  to  the 
known  laws  of  this  kingdom. 

That 


y 

RE  AS  ONS,    &c.     -       :        17 

That  there  are  many  of  the  deceafcd,  who  by 
Certain  mechanical  motions  and  powers  arc  carried 
about  town,  who  Avould  have  been  pin  into  our 
hands  long  before  this  time,  by  any  other  well-ordered  • 
government  :  by  want  of  a  due  police  in  this  par- 
ticular our  company  have  been  great  fufrerers. 

That  frequent  funerals  contribute  to  prefervc  the 
genealogies  of  families,  and  the  honours  conferred 
by  the  crown,  which  are  nowhere  fo  well  iilu  (Ira- 
ted  as  on  this  folemn  occaiion  ;  to  maintain  necei- 
iltous  clergy ;  to  enable  the  clerks  to  appear  in  de- 
cent habits  to  officiate  of  Sundays ;  to  feed  the  great 
retinue  of  fober  and  melancholy  men,  who  appear 
at  the  faid  funerals,  and  who  mult  i carve  without 
conftant  and  regular  employment.  Moreover,  v- 
defire  it  may  be  remembered,  that  by  the  paffing-of 
this  bill,  the  nobility  and  gentry  will  have  their  ulJ 
coaches  lye  upon  their  hands,  which  are  ric\v  em- 
ployed by  cur  company. 

And  we  further  hope,  that  frequent  funerals  will' 
not  be  difcouraged,  as  is  by  this  bill   propofed,    it 
being  the  only  method  left  of  carrying  for.;e  poeple 
to  church. 

We  are  afraid,   that  bv  the  hardfluDs  of  this  bill 

*  i 

our  company  will  be  reduced  to  leave  their  bufinefs 
here,  and  pra&ife  at  York  and  Briftol,  where  the 
free  ufe  of  bad  medicines  will  be  ftill  allowed, 

It  is  therefore  hoped,  that  no  fpecious  pretence 
whatsoever  will  be  thought  fufficient  to  introduce 
an  arbitrary  and  unlimited  power  for  people  to  live 
(in  defiance  of  art)  as  long  as  they  can  by  the  courie 
of  nature,  to  the  prejudice  of  our  company,  and 
the  decay  of  trade. 

That  as  our  company  are  like  to  fuffer  in  fome 
meafure  by  the  power  given  to  phyficians  to  difTec>. 
tli£  bodies  of  malefactors,  we  humbly  hope,  that  the 
manufa&ure  of  cafes  for  fkeletons  will  be • -refer vecl 
folely  to  the  coffin-makers. 

We  likewife  humbly  prefume,  that  the  interefts 

B  3 


j8  RE  A  SONS,  &c. 

£>f  the  feveral  trades  and  profeffions,  which  depend 
upon  ours,  may  be  regarded  ;  fuch  as  that  of hear- 
fes,  coaches,  coffins,  epitaphs,  and  bell-ropes, 
jftone-cutters,  feather-men,  and  bell-ringers ;  and 
efpecially  the  manufacturers  of  crapes  ;  and  the 
makers  of  fnuff,  who  ufe  great  quantities  of  old 
coffins,  and  who,  confidered  in  the  confumption 
of  their  drugs,  employ  by  far  the  greateft  number 
»f  hands  of  any  manufacture  of  the  kingdom. 


To 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Mayor  and  AldermeB 
of  the  cicv  of  London. 

9  * 

The  humble  PETITION  of  the  Colliers, 
Cooks,  Cook-maids,  Black fmiths,  Jack- 
makers,  Brafiers,  and  others, 


SHEWETH, 

THAT  whereas  certain  virtuon",  clifTaffected  to 
the  government,  and  to  the  trade  and  prof- 
perity  of  this  kingdoms,  taking  upon  them  the  name 
and  title  of  the  Cntoptrical  Victuallers,  have  prefum- 
ed  by  gathering,  breaking,  folding,  and  bundling 
up  the  funbeams,  by  the  help  of  certain  glafles,  to 
make,  produce,  and  kindle  up  feveral  new  focus's, 
or  fires,  within  thefe  his  Majefty's  dominions,  and 
thereby  to  boil,  bake,  flew,  fry,  and  drefs  all  forts 
of  victuals  and  provifions,  to  brew,  diftill  fpirits, 
fmelt  oar,  and  in  general  to  perform  all  the  offices 
of  culinary  fires  ;  and  are  endeavouring  to  procure 
to  themfelves  the  monopoly  of  this  their  faid  inven- 
tion :  We  beg  leave  humbly  to  reprefent  to  your 
honours, 

That  ftich  grant  or  patent  will  iitterly  ruin  and 
reduce  to  beggary  your  petitioners,  their  wives, 
children,  fervants,  and  trades  on  them  depending ; 
there  being  nothing  left  to  them,  after  the  faid  in- 
vention, but  warming  of  cellars,  and  dreiling  of 
fuppers  in  the  winter-time.  That  the  abolifhing  fo 
considerable  a  branch  of  the  coafting  trade,  as  that 
of  ;he  colliers,  will  deftroy  the  navigation  of  this 
kingdom,  That  whereas  the  faid  catoptrical  victu- 
allers 
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allers  talk  of  making  ufe  of  the  moon  by  night,  as 
of  the  fun  by  day,  they  will  utterly  ruin  the  nume- 
rous body  of  tallow-chandlers,  artd  impair  u  very 
confklerable  branch  of  the  revenue,  which  arifts 
from  the  tax  upon  tallow  and  candles, 

That  the  faid  catoptrical  victuallers  do  profane 
the  emanations  of  that  glorious  luminary  the  fun, 
which  is  appointed  to  rule  the  day,  and  not  to  roaft 
mutton.  And  we  humbly  conceive,  it  will  be  found 
contrary  to  the  known  laws  of  this  kingdom,  to 
confine,  foreftall,  and  monopolize  the  beams  of 
the  fun.  And  whereas  the  faid  catoptrical  victual- 
lers have  undertaken,  by  burning-glafTes  made  of 
ice,  to  roaft  an  ox  upon  the  Thames  next  winter  : 
we  conceive  all  fuch  practices  to  be  an  incroacli- 
ment  upon  the  rights  and  privileges  of  the  compa- 
ny of  watermen. 

That  the  diverfity  of  expofition  of  the  feveral 
kitchens  in  this  great  city,  whereby  fome  receive 
the  rays  of  the  fun  fooner,  and  others  later,  will 
occafion  great  irregularity  as  to  the  time  of  dining 
of  the  feveral  inhabitants,  and  confequently  great 
uncertainty  and  confufion  in  the  difpatch  of  bufi- 
nefs  ;  and  to  thofe,  who,  by  reafon  of  their  north- 
ern  expofition,  wi!l  be  full  forced  to  be  at  the  ex- 
pences  of  culinary  fires,  it  will  reduce  the  price  of 
their  manufacture  to  fuch  inequality,  as  is  incon- 
llent  with  common  juftice  ;  and  the  fame  inconve- 
niency  will  afFecl:  landlords  in  the  value  of  their 
rents. 

That  the  ufe  of  the  faid  glafTes  will  oblige  cooks, 
and  cook-maids  to  fbudy  optics  and  aftronomy,  in 
order  to  know  the  due  diftances  of  the  faid  focufes 
or  fires,  and  to  adjuft  the  pofition  of  their  glafles 
to  the  feveral  altitudes  of  the  fun,  varying  accord- 
ing to  the  hours  of  the  day,  and  the  feafons  of  the 
year  ;  which  ftudies,  at  thefe  years,  will  be  highly 
troublefome  to  the  faid  cooks  and  cook-maids,  not 
to  fay  any  tiling  of  the  utter  incapacity  of  fome  of 

them 
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them  to  go  through  with  fuch  difficult  arts  ;  or 
(which  is  ftill  a  greater  convenience)  it  will  throw 
the  great  art  of  cookery  into  the  hands  of  aftrono- 
mers  and  glafs-grinders,  perfons  utterly  unfkilled 
in  other  parts  of  that  profeffion,  to  the  great 
detriment  of  the  health  of  his  Majefty's  good  fub- 
jects. 

That  it  is  known  by  experience,  that  meat  roaft- 
ed  with  fun -beams  is  extremely  unwholfome  ;  \vit- 
nefs  feveral  that  have  died  fuddenly  after  eating  the 
proviiions  of  the  laid  catoptrical  victuallers  ;  foraf- 
much  as  the  fun-beams  taken  inwardly  render  the 
humours  too  hot  and  aduft,  occaiion  great  fweat- 
ings,  and  dry  up  the  rec'tualmoifture. 

The  fun-beams  taken  inwardly  flied  a  malignant 
influence  upon  the  brain,  by  their  natural  tendency 
towards  the  moon  ;  and  produces  madnefs  and  di- 
ffraction at  the  time  of  the  full  moon.  Thar  .lie 
conftant  ufe  of  fo  great  quantities  of  this  inward 
light  will  occafion  the  growth  of  quakerifm,  to  the 
danger  of  the  church,  and  of  poetry,  to  the  dan- 
ger of  the  ftate. 

ThiU  the  influences  of  the  conftellations,  thro' 
which  the  fun  paflcs,  will,  with  his  beams,  be  con- 
veyed into  the  blood  ;  and  when  the  fun  is  among 
the  horned  £gns,  may  produce  fuch  a  fpirit  of  un- 
chaitity,  as  is  dangerous  to  the  honour  of  your 
worihips  families. 

.  That  mankind  living  much  upon  the  feeds  and 
other  parts  of  plants,  thefe  being  impregnated  witli 
the  fun-beams,  may  vegetate  and  grow  in  the 
bowels,  a  thing  of  more  dangerous  confequence  to 
human  bodies  than  breeding  of  worms  ;  and  this 
will  fall  heavieft  upon  the  poor,  who  live  upon 
roots ;  and  the  weak  and  fickly,  who  live  upon 
barley  and  rice-gruel,  6r.  for  which  we  are  ready 
to  produce  to  your  honours  the  opinions  of  emi- 
nent phyficians,  that  the  tafte  and  property  of  the 
victuals  is  much  altered  to  the  worfe  by  the  faid  fo- 

lar 
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Lir  cookery,    fric'tiH  ;s  being  deprived   of  the  haui 
goifi  they  acquired  by  ocing  dreiled  over  charcoal. 

LaftJy,  Siiou'  i  it  happen  by  an  edipfe  of  an  ex- 
traordinary lengrh  that  this  city  fhould  be  deprived 
of  the  iiinbeams  /or  ieveral  months  :  how  will  his 
Majefty's  fubjecVs  fubiiit  in  the  interim,  when  com- 
mon cookery,  with  the  arts  depending  upon  it,  if 
totally  loft  ? 

In  confederation  of  thefe,  and  many  other  incon- 
veniences, your  petitioners  humbly  pray,  that 
your  honours  would  either  totally  prohibit 
the  confining  and  manufacturing  the  fun- 
beams  for  any  of  the  ufeful  purpofes  of  life, 
or,  in  the  enfuing  parliament,  to  procure  a 
tax  to  he  laid  upon  them,  which  may  anfwer 
bo di  the  duty  and  price  of  coals,  and  which 
we  humbly  conceive  cannot  be  kfs  than  thirty 
{hillings  per  yard  fquare,  referving  the  fole 
right  and  privilege  of  the  catoptrical  cookery 
to  the  royal  fociety,  and  to  the  commanders 
and  crew  of  the  bomb-veifels,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Mr.  Whiilon  for  finding  out  the  longi- 
tude, who,  by  reafon  of  the  remorenefs  of 
their  Nations,  may  be  reduced  to  firaits  for 
want  of  firing. 

And  we  likewife  beg,  that  your  honours,  as  to 
the  forementioned  points,  would  hear  the  Re- 
verend Mr.  Flamftead,  who  is  the  legal  officer 
appointed  by  the  government  to  look  after  the 
heavenly  luminaries,  whom  we  have  conftitu- 
ted  our  trufty  and  learned  •folicitor,- 
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ekig  an  account  of  the  arrival  of  a  white  bear,  at 
the  houfe  of  Mr.  Ratcliff  in  Bifhopfgate-ilreet  ; 
as  alfo  of  Fauftina,  the  celebrated  Italian  iing- 
ing  woman  ;  and  of  the  copper-farthing  Dean 
from  Ireland.  And  laftly  of  the  wonderful  wild 
man  that  was  nurfed  in  the  woods  of  Germany 
by  a  wild  beaft,  hunted  and  taken  in  toils  ;  how 
he  behaveth  himfelf  like  a  dumb  creature,  and 
is  a  Chrittian  like  one  of  us,  being  called  Peter  ; 
and  how  he  was  brought  to  court  all  in  green,  to 
the  great  aftonilhment  of  the  quality  and  gentry, 
1726. 


£  {hall  "begin  with  a  defcription  of  Peter  the 
favage,  deferring  our  other  curiofities  to 
fome  following  papers. 

Romulus  and  Remus,  the  two  famous  wild  men 
of  antiquity,  and  Orfm  that  of  the  moderns,  have 
been  juftly  the  admiration  of  all  mankind  :  nor 
can  we  prefage  lefs  of  this  wild  youth,  as  may  be  ga- 
thered from  that  famous  and  well-known  prophe- 
cy of  Lilly's,  which  being  now  accomplished,  is 
moft  eafily  interpreted  : 

When  Rome  fhall  wend  to  Benevento, 
And  Efpacne  break  the  Afliento; 

Whe* 
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When  eagle  fplit  ihall  fly  to  China, 
And  Chriftian  folks  adore  Fauftina  : 
Then  fliall  an  oak  be  brought  to  bed 
Of  creature  neither  taught  nor  ftd  ; 
Great  feats  ihall  he  atchieve 

The  Pope  is  now  going  to  Benevento  :   the  Spa-: 
Hiards  have  broke  their  treaty ;  the  Emperor  trades 
to  China  ;  and  Lilly,  were  he  alive,    muft  be  con- 
vinced, that  it  was  not  the  Emprcfs  Fauftina,   that 
was  meant  in  the  prophecy. 

It  is  evident,  by   leveral  tokens   about   this  wild 
gentleman,  that  he  had   a  father   and  mother  like 
one  of  us  ;    but  there  being  no  regifter  of  his  chrift- 
ening,  his  age  is  only  to  be  guefTed  at  by  his  ftature 
and  countenance,  and  appeareth  to  be  about  twelve* 
or  thirteen.     His  being  fo  young  was  the  occaiion 
of  the  great  difappointment   of  the   ladies,    who 
came    to   the  drawing-room  in  full  expectation   of 
fome  attempt  upon    their  chaftity  :  fo  far  is  true, 
that  he  endeavoured  to  kifs  the  young  Lady  Wai- 
pole,  who,  for  that  reafon,  is  become  the  envy  of 
the  circle  ;  this  being  a  declaration  of  nature  in  fa- 
vour of  her  fuperior  beauty. 

Ariftotle  faith,  that  man  is  the  moft  mimic  of  all 
animals;  which  opinion  of  that  great  philofophtr 
is  ftrongly  confirmed  by  the  behaviour  of  this  wi:d 
gentleman,  who  is  endowed  with  that  quality  to  an 
extreme  degree.  He  received  his  firft  impreflions 
at  court ;  his  manners  are  firft  to  lick  people's 
hands,  and  then  turn  his  breach  upon  them  ;  to 
thru  ft  his  hand  into  every  body's  pocket :  to  climb 
over  people  heads  ;  and  even  to  make  ufc  of  the 
royal  hand  to  take  what  he  has  a  mind  to.  At  his 
fi reappearance  he  feized  on  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain's ftaft',  and  put  on  his  hat  before  the  kins  ; 

••  ,-•»  ^5    ' 

from  whence  fome  have  conjectured,  that  he  is  ei- 
ther ddcended  from  a  grandee  of  Spain,  or  the 
Earls  of  Kinfale  in  Ireland.  However,  thefe  are 

mamfeil 
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manifeft  tokens  of  his  innate  ambition  ;  he  is  ex- 
tremely tenacious  of  his  own  property,  and  ready 
to  invade  that  of  other  people.  By  this  mimic 
quality  he  difcovered  what  wild  heart  had  nurfed 
him  :  ohferving  children  to  aik  bkfling  of  their 
mothers,  one  day  he  fcil  down  upon  his  knees  to  a 
fow,  and  muttered  fome  founds  in  that  humble 
pofture. 

It  has  been  commonly  thought,  that  he  is  Ul- 
rick's  natural  brother,  becauie  of  fome  refemblance 
of  manners,  and  the  officious  care  of  Ulrick  about 
him  ;  but  the  fuperiority  of  parts  and  genius  in  Pe- 
ter demonftrates  this  to  be  impoffible. 

Though  he  is  ignorant  both  of  ancient  and  mo- 
dern languages,  (that  care  being  left  to  the  ingeni- 
ous phyfician,  who  is  intruded  with  his  education); 
yet  he  diftinguifhes  objects  by  certain  founds  fram- 
ed to  himfelf,  which  Mr.  Rotenberg,  who  brought 
him  over,  underftands  perfectly.  Beholding  one 
day  the  Ihambles  with  great  fear  and  aftonifliment, 
ever  fince  he  calls  man  by  the  fume  iounJ  which 
cxprerTeth  wolf.  A  young  lady  is  a  peacock,  old 
women  magpies  and  owls  ;  a  beau  with  a  ionpec,  -i 
monkey;  glafs,  ice;  blue,  red,  and  green  ribbons, 
he  calls  rainbow ;  an  heap  of  gold,  a  turd.  The 
firftihip  he  faw,  he  took  to  be  a  great  be  a  ft  fv;  mi- 
ming on  her  back,  and  her  feet  tied  above  her  ;  the 
men,  that  came  out  of  the  hold,  he  took  to  be  her 
ciibs,  and  wondered  they  were  fo  unlike  their  dame. 
He  underftands  perfectly  the  language  a?  all  healis 
and  birds,  and  is  not,  like  them,  con  lined  to  that 
of  one  fpecies.  lie  can  bring  any  beafi  lie  calls  for, 
and  no  doubt  is  much  milled  now  in  his  native 
woods,  where  he  u fed  to  do  good  offices  among  his 
t  How-citizens,  and  ferved  as  a  rr.cdiator  to  recon- 
cile their  differences.  On-:  d.iy  be  warned  a  flock 

^  * 

of  iheep,    that   were  driving   to  the  fliambles,  of 

their  danger ;    and,    iron    muring    fome    founds. 

ihrv  .ill  iic-d.     lie   t/.Li  s   \v.ft  pleasure  in  ccnvcrfa- 
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tion  withhorfes  ;  and  going  to  the  Meufe  to  converfe 
with  two  of  his  intimate  acquaintances  in  the  king's 
ftables,  as  he  paiTed  by,  he  neighed  to  the  horfe  at 
Charing- crofs,  being,  as  it  were,  furprized  to  fee 
him  fo  high  :  he  Teemed  to  take  it  ill,  that  the  horfe 

did  not  anfwer  him  ;   but   I  think  no  body  can  un- 

-  rf 

dervalue  his  underftandins  for  not  being  ikilled  in 

itatuarv. 

j 

He  exprefTeth  kis  joy  moft.  commonly  by  neigh- 
ing :  and  whatever  the  philoibphers  may  talk  of 
their  rifibilky,  neighing  is  a  more  noble  exprefiion 
of  that  pafiion  than  laughing,  which  feem  to  me  to 
have  fomethmg  filly  in  it  ;  and  befides,  is  often  at- 
tended with  tears.  Other  animals  are  fenfible  they 
.dcbafe  themfelves  by  mimicking  laughter  ;  and  I 
take  it  to  be  a  general  obiervation,  that  the  top  fe- 
licity of  mankind  is  to  imitate  monkies  and  birds  ; 

*  ? 

wkncfs  Harlequins,  Scaramouches,  and  Mafque- 
raders;  on  the  other  hand,  monkies,  when  they 
would  look  extremely  filly,  endeavour  to  brinu1 

V  -    '  O 

themfelvcs  down  to  mankind.  Love  he  exprefTeth 
by  the  cooing  of  a  dove,  and  anger  by  the  croaking 
of  a  raven  ;  and  it  is  not  doubted,  but  that  he  will 
ferve  in  time  as  an  interpreter  betw.een  us  and  other 
animals. 

Great  inftruc~tion  is  to  be  had  from  this  wild  youth 
in  the  knowledge  oflirnples  ;  and  I  am  of  opinion, 
that  lie  ouohr  always  to  attend  the  cenibrs  of  the 

C  J  j 

college  in  their  vifitation  of  apothecaries  fliops. 

I  am  told,  that  the  new  feet  *  of  herb-eaters  in- 
tend to  follow  him  into  the  fields,  -or  to  beg  him 
for  a  clerk  of  their  kitchen  ;  and  that  there  are 
many  of  them  now  thinking  of  turning  their  chil- 
dren into  woods  to  graze  with  the  cattle,  in  hopes 
to  raift-  a  healthy  and  moral  race,  refined  from  the 
corruptions  of  this  luxurious  world 

He  lings  naturally  ieveral  pretty  tunes  of  his  own 

Dr.  Chc-ync's  follower. 

co  m  poling, 
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tfompofing,  and  with  equal  facility  in  the  choroma- 
tic,  inharmonic,  and  diatonic  ilyle,  and  conk - 
lequently  mull  be  of  infinite  life  to  the  academy  in 
judging  of  the  merits  of  their  compofers,  and  i* 
the  only  perion  that  ought  to  decide  betwixt  Cuzzo- 
ni  and  Fauilina  *. 

I  cannot  omit  his  firit  notion  of  cloaths,  which 
he  tcok  to  he  the  natural  ikins  of  the  creatures 
that  wore  them,  and  feemed  to  be  in  great  pain  for 
the  pulling  oil*  a  flocking,  thinking  the  poor  man 
was  a -Haying. 

I  am  not  ignorant,  that  there  are  a  difafFected 
people,  who  fay  he  is  a  pretender,  and  no  genuine 
wild  man.  This  calumny  proceeds  from  the  fallc 
notions  they  have  of  wild  men,  which  they  frame 
from  fuch  as  they  fee  about  the  town,  whofe  actions 
ore  rather  abfurd  than  wild  :  therefore  it  will  be 
incumbent  on  att -young  gentlemen  who  are  ambi- 
tious to  excel  in  this  character,  to  ccv<y  this  true  o- 
riginal  cf  nature. 

The  fenfcs  of  this  wild  mr,n  arc  vaftly  n- ore  acute, 
than  thofe  cf  a  tame  one  ;  he  can  follow  the  tract 
of  a  man,  or  any  ether  beak  of  prey.  A  dog  is  an  <«.3s 
to  him  for  finding •  troujles  ;  his  he'.,  n:^  is  more 
perfect,  becaufe  his  ears  not  having  'been  confined 
by  bandages,  he  can  move  them  like  a  drill,  and 
turn  them  towards" the  ibnorous  object. 

• "  Let  us  pray  the  Creator  of  all  beings,  wild  ami 
"  tame,  that  as  this  wild  youth,  by  being  brought 
"  to  court,  has  been  made  a  Chriltian ;  ib  fuch  as 
"  are  at  court,  and  are  no  Chrilihms,  may  lay  a- 
<f  fide  their  favage  and  rapacious  nature,  and  return 
"  to  the  meekneis  of  the  gofpeh" 

*-  Two  rival  fingers  at  that  time  in  the  Itrlian  operas  here, 
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The  NARRATIVE  of  Dr.  ROBERT  NOR  R  is, 
concerning  thejirange  and  deplorable  frenzy 
of  Mr.  JOHN  DH.NNIS  *,  an  officer  of  the 
Cuftom-houfe. 

Written  in  the  year  1713. 

TT  is  an  acknowledged  truth,  that  nothing  is  Co 
•r  clear  to  an  honed,  man  as  his  good  name,  nor 
ought  he  to  neglect  the  juft  vindication  of  his 
character,  when  it  is  injurioufly  attacked  by  any 
man.  The  perfon  I  have  at  preient  caufe  to  com- 
plain of,  is  indeed  in  very  malancholy  circmnftan- 
ccs,  it  having  pleafed  God  to  deprive  him  of  his 
Icnfes,  which  may  extenuate  the  crime  in  him.  But 
I  ihould  be  wanting  in  my  duty,  not  only  to  rny« 
felf,  but  alfo  to  my  fellow -creatures,  to  whom  iny- 
talents  may  prove  of  benefit,  fhould  I  fuffer  my 
profeiiion  or  honefty  to  be  undefervedly  afperfed. 
I  have  therefore  refolved  to  give  the  public  an  ac- 
count of  all  that  haspaft  between  the  unhappy  gen- 
tleman and  myfelf. 

On  the  2Oth  inftant,  \vhile  I  was  in  my  clofet, 
pondering  the  cafe  of  one  of  my  patients,  I  heard 
a  knocking  at  my  door,  upon  opening  of  \yhich  en- 
tered an  old  woman  with  tears,  in  her  eyes,  and 
told  me,  that  without  my  afftftance  her  mailer 
would  be  utterly  ruined.  I  was  forced  to  interrupt 


*  The  HiPory  of  Mr  Penrrs  is  to  be  f.en  in  Jacob's  Lives  of 
Foels  j  or  in  M:  P.;>CK  Dunda>),  ?morg  the  Jiute  upon  which  the 
rjTLuc.  reader  may  find  feme  ex; rafts  from  his  writings.  The  occa- 
^•tn  cf  th.s  r^rrative  iV.rticientH'  appeal s  from  the  Do-flor's  ov/n 
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her  forrow,  by  enquiring  her  mafter's  name  and 
place  of  abode.  She  told  me,  he  was  one  Mailer 
Dennis,  an  officer  of  the  cuilome-houie,  who  was 
taken  ill  of  a  violent  frenzy  la  ft  April,,  and  had 
continued  in  thofe  melancholy  circumftances  with 
few  or  no  intervals.  Upon  this  I  aiked  her  fome 
queftions  relating  to  his  humour  and  extravagancies, 
that  I  might  the  better  know  under  what  regimen 
to  put  him,  when  the  caufe  of  his  diftemper  was 
found  out.  Alas,  Sir,  fays  ihe,  this  day-fortnight, 
in  the  morning,  a  pour  ilmnle  child  came  to  him 
from  the  printer's  ;  the  boy  had  no  fooner  entered 
the  room,  but  he  cried  out,  "  the  devil  was  come.'5 
He  often  flares  ghaftfulSy,  raves  aloud,  and  mutters 
between  his  teeth  the  word  Cator,  or.  Cato,  or 
ibme  fuch  thing.  Now,  Doctor,  this  Cater  is 
certainly  a  witch,  and  my  poor  mailer  is  under  an 
evil  tongue  ;  for  I  have  heard  him  lav,  Cator  has 

O  '  *   ' 

bewitched  the  whole  nation.  It  pitied  my  very 
heart,  to  think  that  a  man  of  mv  mailer's  under- 

* 

ftanciing  and  great  fchohirlhip,  who,  as  the  child 
told  me,  had  a  book  of  his  own  print,  Ihould  talk 
fb  outrageouily.  Upon  this  I  went  and  laid  out 
a  groat  for  a  horfe-ihoe,  which  is  at  this  time  nail- 
ed on  the  thrcihold  of  his  dcor  ;  but  I  don't  find 
my  m-iftcr  is  at  all  the  better  for  it;  he  perpetually 
ilarts  and  runs  to  the  window  when  anv  one  knocks, 

*  ' 

crying  out,  **  'S  death  !  a  mefll-nger  from  the 
<{  -French  King  !  I  ihall  die  in  die  Bailile." 

Having  faid  this,  the  old  woman  prefented  me 
with  a  vial  of  his  urine  ;  upon  examination  of  which 
I  perceived  the  wh'jlc  temperament  of  his  body  to 
be  exceeding  hot.  I  therefore  inftantly  took  my 
cane  and  my  beaver,  and  repaired  to  the  place  where 
he  dwelt. 

When  I  came  to  his  lodgings  near  Charinf-crofs. 

o      o  o  * 

up  three  pair  of  ftairs,  (which  I  ihould  not  have 
publilhed  in  this  manner,  but  that  this  lunatic 
conceals  '.he  place  of  his  refklencc,  on  purpole  to 

C  3  prevent 
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prevent  the  good  offices  of  thofe  charitable  friends 
and  phyficians  who  might  attempt  his  cure),  when 
I  came  into  the  room,  I  found  this  unfortunate 
gentleman  feated  on  his  bed,  with  Mr.  Bernard  Lin- 
tot  bookfeller  on  the  one  fide  of  him,  and  a  grave 
elderly  gentleman  on  the  other,  who,  as  I  have 
iince  learned,  calls  himfelf  a  grammarian;  the  lati- 
tude of  whoie  countenance  was  not  a  little  eclipfed 
by  the  fulnefs  of  his  peruke.  As  I  am  a  black  lean 
man,  of  a  pale  vifage,  and  hang  my  cloa'hs  on 
fbmewhat  flovenly,  I  no  fooner  went  in,  but  he 
frowned  upon  me,  and  cried  cut  with  violence, 
"  'S  death,  a  Erenchman  !  I  am  betrayed  to  the 
*'  tvrant  !  who  could  have  thought  the  Queen 

*  "v^_, 

would  have  delivered  me  up  to  France  in  this 
"  treaty,  and  leaft  of  all  that  you,  my  friends,. 
<T  would  have  been  in  a  conspiracy  againft  me  ?" 
— Sir,  faid  I,  here  is  neither  plot  nor  confpiracy; 
but  for  your  advantage.  The  recovery  of  your 
fenfes  requires  my  attendance,  and  your  friends 
fent  for  me  on  no  other  account.  I  then  took  a 
particular  furvey  of  his  perfon,  and  the  furn;ture 
and  difpofition  of  his  apartment.  His  afpe£t  was 
furious,  his  eyes  were  rather  fiery  than  lively,  which 
he  rolled  about  in  an  uncommon  manner  He  of- 
ten opened  his  mouth,  as  if  he  would  have  uttered 
forne  matter  of  importance,  but  the  found  feemed 
loft  inwardly.  His  beard  was  grown,  which  they 
told  me  he  would  not  fuffer  to  be  ihaved,  believing 
the  modern  dramatic  poets  had  corrupted  all  the 
•barbers  in  the  town,  to  take  the  firft  opportunity 
of  cutting  his  throat.  His  eye-brows  were  grey, 
long,  and  grown  together,  which  he  knit  with  in- 
xlignation  when  any  thing  was  fpoken,  infomuch 
that  he  feemed  not  to  have  fmoothed  his  forehead 
for  many  years  His  flannel  night-cap,  which 
was  exceedingly  beorimmed  with  fweat  and  dirt, 

O    ->  O  * 

hung  upon  his  left  ear  j    the  flap  of  his  breeches 

dangled 
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dangled  between  his  legs,  and  the  rolls  of  his  ftock- 
r.ie;s  fell  down  to  his  ankles. 

I  obferved  his  room  was  hung  with  old  tapeftry, 
which  had   feveral  holes   in  it,  caufed,  as  the   old 
woman  informed  me,  by  his  having   cut  out  of  ic 
the  heads  of  divers  tyrants,  the  fiercenefs  of  whofe 
vifages  had  much  provoked  him.     On  all  fides  of 
his  room  were  pinned  a  great  many  fheets  of  a  tra- 
gedy called  Cato,  with  notes   on   the  margin  with 
his  own  hand.     The  words  abfurd,  monftrous    ex- 
ecrable, were  every  where  written  in   fuch  large 
characters,    that   I   could   read   them  without  my 
fpec~hacles.    By  the  fire-iide  lay  three  farthings  worth 
of  fmall  coal,  in  a  fpeclator,  and  behind  the  door 
huge  heaps  of  papers  of  the  fame  title,  which  his 
nurfe  informed  me  {he  had  conveyed  thither  out  or 
his  light,  believing  they  were  books  of  the   black 
art ;  for  her  mafter  never  read  in  them,  but  he  was 
either  quite  moped,  or  in  raving  hts.     There  was 
nothing  neat  in  the  whole  room,  except  fome  books 
on  his  ihelves,  very  well  bound  and  gilded,  whole 
names  I  had  never  before  heard  of,  nor,  I  believe, 
were  any  where  elfe  to  be  found;  fuch  as,  Gibral- 
tar, a  comedy  ;  Remarks  on  Prince  Arthur  ;  The 
Grounds  of  Criticifm  in  Poetry  ;  An  Eifay  on  Pub- 
lic Spirit.     The  only  one  I  had  any  knowledge  of 
was  a  Paradife  Loft,  interleaved.     The  whole  floor 
was  covered  with  manufcripts,   as  thick  as  a  paftry- 
eook's  fhop  on  a  Chrifhnas  eve.    On  his  table  were 
ibme  ends  of  verfe  and  of  candles ;    a   gallipot  of 
ink  with  a  yellow  pen  in  it,   and  a  pot  of  half  dead 
ale  covered  with  a  Longinus. 

As  I  was  carting  mine  eyes  round  on  all  this  odd 
furniture  with  earneftncfs  and  aftoniihmem,  and 
in  a  profound  iilence,  I  was  on  a  fudden  furprifed 
to  hear  the  man  fpeak  in  the  following  manner. 

"  Beware,  Doctor,  that  it  fare  not  with  you  as 
"  with  your  predeceflbr  the  famous  Hippocrates, 
"  whom  the  mifUken  citizens  of  Abclcra  fent  for 

*'  in 
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r*  in  this  very  manner,  to  cure  the  philofopher  De= 
"  mocritus  ;  he  returned  full  of  admiration  at  the 
"  wifdom  of  that  perfon,  whom  he  had  fuppofed 
((  a  lunatic.  Behold,  Doctor,  it  was  thus  Arifto- 
'•  tie  himfelf,  and  all  the  great  ancients,  fpent  their 
"  days  and  nights,  wrapt  up  in  criticifm,  and  befet 
*'  all  around  with  their  own  writings.  As  for  me, 
"  whom  vou  fee  in  the  fame  manner,  be  aflured  I 

^  ' 

"  have  none  other  difeafe  than  a  fwelling  in  my 
"  legs,  whereof  I  fay  no  more,  iince  your  art  may, 
*'  farther  fatisfy  you." 

I  began  now  to  be  in  hopes,  that  his  cafe  had 
been  mifreprefented,  and  that  he  was  not  fo  far 
gone,  but  forne  timely  medicines  might  recover 
him.  I  therefore  proceeded  to  the  proper  queries 
which,  with  the  anfwers  made  10  me,  I  ihall  fet 
down  in  form  of  a  dialogue,  in  the  very  \vords. 
tluy  were  fpoken,  becaufe  1  would  not  omit  the 
leaft  circumrtance  in  this  narrative ;  and  I  call  my 
confcience  to  witnefs,  as  if  upon  oath,  that  I 
fhali  tell  the  truth,  without  addition  or  diminu- 
tion. 

Dr.  Pray,  Sir,  how  did  you  contract  this  fwell- 
ing.? 

Dcnn.   By  a  criticifm. 

Dr.  A  criticifm !  that's  a  tliftemper  I  never 
heard  of. 

Dcnn.  'S  death,  Sir,  a  cliftemper  !  it  is  no  diftem- 
pcr,  but  a  noble  art.  1  have  fat  fourteen  hours  a- 
day  at  it ;  and  are  you  a  doctor,  and  don't  know 
there's  a  communication  between  the  legs  and  the 
brain  ? 

D '.   What  made  you  lit  fo  many  hours,  Sir? 

Denn.  Cato,  Sir. 

Dr.  Sir,  1  {peak  of  your  diftemper  j  what  gave, 
you  this  tumour  ? 

Dcnn.  Cato,  Cato,  Cato  *. 

*  Remarks  upon  C-ito,  publi&ed  by  Mr.  D.  In  the  year  1712.. 

Old 
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Old  Worn.  For  God's  fake,  Doctor,  name  not  this 
•evil  fpirit  ;  it  is  the  whole  caufe  of  his  madnefs  : 
alas  !  poor  matter  is  juft  falling  into  his  fits. 

Mr.  Lintot.  Fits  !   Z what  fits!   A  man  may 

well  have  fwellings  in  his  legs,  that  fits  writing 
fourteen  hours  in  LL  day.  He  got  this  by  the  Re- 
maks. 

Dr.  The  remarks,  what  are  thofe? 

Denn.  8 'death  !  have  you  never  read  my  re- 
marks ?  I  will  be  damned,  if  this  dog  Lintot  ever 
publifheci  my  advertifements. 

Mr.  Liniot.  Z !  I  published  ad vertifrment up- 
on advertifement;  and  if  the  book  be  not  read,  it 
is  none  of  my  fault,  but  hisihat  made  it.  By  G---, 
as  much  his  been  done  for  the  book,  as  could  be 
done  for  any  book  in  Chriftendom. 

Dr.  We  do  not  talk  of  books,  Sir;  I  fear  thofe 
are  the  fuel  that  feed  the  deiirium  ;  mention  them 
no  more.  You  do  very  ill  to  promote  this  dif- 
eourfe. 

1  defire  a  word  in  private  with  this  other  gentle- 
man, who  feems  a  grave  and  fenfibe  man  :  1  fbp- 
pofe,  Sir.  you  are  his  apothecary* 

Cent.  Sir,  I  am  his  friend. 

Dr.  1  doubt  it  not.     What  regimen  have  you  ob 
ferved,  fince  he  has  been  under  your  care!  You  re 
member,  I  fuppofe,  the  pafTage  of  Celfus,  which  fays, 
if  the  patient  on    the   third    day    have   an  interval, 
lufpend  the  medicaments  at  night?  Let  fumigations 
be  ufed  to,  corroborate  the  brain.     I  hope  you  have 
upon  no  account  promoted  fternutation   by  helli- 
bore. 

Gent.  Sir,  no  fuch  matter,  you  utterly  miftake.. 

Dr.  Miftake :  am  I  not  a  phyiician  ?  and  fhall  an 
,  apothecary  difpute  my  no/trims?  You  may  perhaps 
have  filled   up    a  preicription  or  two  of   Rate/if 'st 
which  chanced  to.fucceed,  and  with  that  very  pre- 
fcription,  injudicioufly  prefcribed  to  difierent  con- 
flitutions,  have  dcftroyed  a  multitude.     Pharmaco- 
peia. 


34  Dr.  NORRIS's  NARRATIVE 

pola  componat,  medicus  Joins  prefcribat.  Fumigate 
him,  I  iliy,  this  very  evening,  while  he  is  relieved 
by  an  interval. 

Dsnn.  'S  death,  Sir,  my  friend  an  apothecary  1 
a  bafe  mechanic  !  He  who,  like  myielf,  profeffes 
the  nobleft  fciences  in  the  univ-erie,  criticiim  and 
poetry  !  Can  you  think  I  would  fubmit  my  \vritings 
to  the  judgement  of  an  apothecary  !  By  the  immor- 
tals, he  hi  ml  elf  inferted  three  whole  paragraphs  in 
my  Remarks,  had  a  hand  in  my  Public  Spirit,  nay, 
afllfted  me  in  my  defcription  of  tjie  furies  and  in- 
fernal regions  in  my  Appins. 

Mr.  Linto' .  He  is  an  author  ;  you  miftake  the 
gentleman,  Doctor ;  he  has  been  an  author  thefe 
twenty  years  to  his  bookiellers  knowledge,  and  no 
man's  elfe. 

Denn.  Is  all  the  town  in  a  combination?  Shall 
poetry  fall  to  the  ground  ?  Mult  our  reputation  be 
loft  to  all  foreign  countries  !  O  deftruclion  !  perdi- 
tion !  Ojera!  0/era*!  As  poetry  once  railed  ci- 
ties, fo  when  poetry  fails,  cities  are  overturned,  and. 
the  world  is  no  more. 

Dr.  He  raves,  he  raves  ;  Mr.  Lintot,  I  pray 
you  pinion  clown  his  arms,  that  he  may  do  no  mil- 
chief. 

Denn.  O  I  am  fick,  fick  to  death  ! 

Dt .  That  is  a  good  fyrnptom,  a  very  good  fymp- 
tom.  To  be  fick  to  death  (fay  the  modern  phyfi- 
cians)  is  an  excellent  fyrwptom.  When  a  patient  is 
feniibie  of  his  pain,  it  is  half  a  cure.  Pray,  Sir, 
of  what  are  you  fick  ? 

De-'-n.  Of  every  thing,  of  every  thing.  I  am 
iick  of  the  fentiments,  of  the  diction,  of  ijie  pro- 
taiis,  of  the  epitafis,  and  the  cataftrophe. — Alas  \ 
what  is  become  of  the  drama,  the  drama  ? 

Old  Worn.  The  dram,  Sir  !  Mr.  Lintot  drank  up 

*  He  wrote  a  trealife  proving  the  decay  of  public  fpirit  to  proceed 
from  Italian  operas. 

all 
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all  the  gin  juft  now  j  but  I'll  go  fetch  more  pre- 
iently  ! 

Di'nn.  O  fhameful  want,  fcandalous  omiffion  ! 
By  all  the  immortals,  here  is  no  pwapuetia,  no 
change  of  fortune  in  the  tragedy;  Z  -  no  change 


Out.  U'om.  Pray,  good  Sir,  be  not  angry,  I'll 
fetch  change. 

Dr.  Hold  your  peace,  "woman  ;  his  fit  increafes; 
good  Mr.  Lintot  hold  him. 

Mr.  Lintot.  Plague  on't  !  I'm  damnably  afraid, 
they  are  in  the  right  of  it,  and  he  is  mad  in  ear- 
-neft.  If  he  ihould  be  really  mad,  who  the  devil 
would  buy  the  Remarks  ?  (Mere  Mr.  Lintot  fcratch- 
ed  his  head.'] 

Dr.  Sir,  I  mail  order  you  the  cold  bath  to-mor- 
row -  Mr.  Lintot,  you  are  a  fenilble  man  ;  pray 
lend  for  Mr.  Verdier's  fervant,  and  as  you  are  a 
friend  to  the  patient,  be  fo  kind  as  to  ftay  this  e- 
vening,  whilft  he  is  cupped  on  the  head.  The 
iymptoms  of  his  inadnefs  feern  to  'be  defperate  ;  for 
Avicen  fays,  that  if  learning  be  mixed  with  a  brain 
that  is  not  of  a  contexture  lit  to  receive  it,  the  brain 
ferments,  till  it  be  totally  exhaufted.  We  muft  c- 
.radicate  the  undigeited  ideas  out  of  the  pericranium, 
and  reduce  the  patient  to  a  competent  knowledge 
of  hi  mi  elf. 

Denn.  Caitiffs,  (land  off!  unhand  me.  mifcreants! 
Is  the  man,  whofe  whole  endeavours  are  to  bring 
the  town  to  reafon,  mad  ?  Is  the  man,  vrho  fettles 
poetry  on  the  bads  of  antiquity,  mad  ?  Dares  any 
one  affert,  there  is  a  peripetia  in  that  vile  piece, 
that's  foiited  upon  the  town  for  a  dramatic  poem  ? 
That  man  is  mad,  the  town  is  mad,  the  world  is 
mad.  See  Longinus  in  my  right  hand,  and  Ari- 
ftotle  in  my  left  ;  I  am  the  only  man  among  the 
moderns  that  fupport  them.  Am  I  to  be  aflaffi- 
•iKited  ?  and  iliall  a  boolifellcr,  who  hath  lived  upon 

15 
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my  labours,  take  away  that  life  to  which  he  owes 
his  fupport  ? 

Gent.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen,  I  apprehend  you 
not.  I  muft  not  fee  my  friend  ill  treated  ;  he  is  no 
more  affeaed  with  lunacy  than  myfelf :  I  am  alfo 

of  the  fame  opinion  as  to  the  pe>  ipatia.- Sir,  by 

1  the  gravity  of  your  countenance  and  habit,  I  fhonld 
conceive  you  to  be  a  graduate  phyfician  ;  but  by 
your  indecent  and  boifterous  treatment  of  this  man 
of  learning,  I  perceive  you  are  a  violent  fort  of 
perfon,  I  am  loath  to  fay  quack,  who,  rather  than, 
his  drugs  fhould  lie  upon  his  own  hands,  would  get 
rid  of  them  by  cramming  them  into  the  mouths  of 
others  :  the  gentleman  is  of  good  condition  found 
intellectuals,  and  unerring  judgement :  I  beg  you 
will  not  oblige  me  to  refent  thefe  proceedings. 

Thefe  were  all  the  words  that  patted  among  us  at 
this  time  ;  nor  was  there  need  for  more,  it  being 
necefTiry  that  we  ihould  make  ufe  of  force  in  the 
cure  of  my  patient. 

I  privately  whifpered  the  old  woman  to  go  to 
Mr,  Verdier's  in  Long- Acre,  with  orders  to  come 
immediately  wkh  cupping-glafles ;  in  the  mean  time, 
by  the  afliftance  of  Mr.  Lintot,  we  locked  his  friend 
into  a  clofet,  who,  it  is  plain  from  his  la  ft  fpeech, 
was  likewife  touched  in  his  intellects,  after  which 
we  bound  our  lunatic  hand  and  foot  down  to  the 
bedftead,  where  he  continued  in  violent  ravings, 
notwithftanding  the  mod  tender  exprciiions  we 
could  ufe,  to  perfuade  him  to  lubrnit  to  the  opera- 
tion, till  the  fervant  of  Verdier  arrived  He  had 
no  fooner  clapped  half  a  dozen  ciipping-glaiTes  on 
his  head,  and  behind  his  ears,  but  the  gentleman 

^J 

above  mentioned  burfting  open  the  clofet,  ran  fi> 
riouily  upon  us,  cut  Mr.  Dennis's  bandages,  and 
let  drive  at  us  with  a  vail  folio,  which  forely  brui'f- 
ed  the  fliin  of  Mr.  Lintot  ;  Mr.  John  Dennis  alfo, 
\  using  :;p  wirh  cupping-glafies  on  his  head,  ieizcd 

another 
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another    folio,    and    with    the   fame   dangerously 

wounded  me  in  the  fcull,  juft  above  my  right  tem- 
ple. The  truth  of  this  fact  Mr.  Verclier's  fervant 
is  ready  to  atteft  upon  oath,  who  taking  an  exact 
furvey  of  the  volumes,  found  that  which  wounded 
my  head  to  be  Gruterus's  Lampas  Criiica,  and  that 
which  broke  Mr.  Lintot's  ihin  was  Scaliger's  Poe- 
tics. After  this,  Mr.  John  Dennis,  ilrengthened 
at  one  by  rage  and  madnefs,  fnatched  up  a  peruke- 
block,  that  Itood  by  the  bed-fide,  and  wielded  it 
round  in  fo  furious  a  manner,  that  he  broke  three 
of  the  cupping-glaiTes  from  the  crown  of  his  head, 

ib  that  much  blood  tricked  clown  his  vifage. He 

looked  fo  ghaftly,  and  his  parlion  was  grown  to 
fuch  a  prodigious  height,  that  myfelf,  Mr.  Lintot, 
and  Verdier's  fervant,  were  obliged  to  leave  the 
room  in  all  the  expedition  imaginable. 

I  took  Mr.  Lintot  home  with  me,  in  order  to 
have  our  wounds  dreiTed,  and  laid  hold  of  that 
opportunity  of  entering  into  diicottrie  with  him  a- 
bout  the  madnefs  of  this  perfon,  of  whom  he  gave 
me  the  following  remarkable  relation  : 

c? 

That  on  the  17 ill  of  May  1710,  between  the 
hours  of  ten  and  eleven  in  the  morning,  Mr.  John 
Dennis  entered  into  his  fhop,  and  opening  one  cf 
the  volumes  of  the  Spectator,  in  the  large  paper, 
did  fuddenly,  without  the  lean:  provocation,  tear 
out  that  of  No  —  where  the  author  treats  of  poe- 
tical iuftice,  and  caft  it  into  the  Areet.  That  the 
laid  Kir.  John  Dennis,  on  the  27th  of  March  1712, 
Ending  on  the  faid  Mr.  Lintct's  counter  a  book, 
called  an  ElTay  on  Criricifm,  juft  then  publiihed, 
he  read  a  page  or  two  wiih  much  frowning,  till 
coining  to  thefe  two  lines, 

Sune  have  at  fr ft  for  ivits,  tnen  peris,  pflft, 
Turn  d  critics  next,  and  pi  ov*d  plain  fuols  at  lajl. 

he  flung  down  the  book  in  a   terrible   fury,   and 
cried,  "  By  G  — d  he  means  me." 
VOL.  VII.  D  That 
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That  being  in  his  company  on  a  certain  time, 
when  Shakefpear  was  mentioned  as  of  a  contrary 
opinion  to  Mr.  Dennis,  he  fwore  the  faid  Shake- 
fpear was  a  rafcal,  with  other  defamatory  exprcf- 
fions,  which  gave  Mr.  Lintot  a  very  ill  opinion  of 
the  faid  Shakefpear. 

That,  about  two  months  fmce,  he  came  again 
into  the  ihop,  and  cad  feveral  fufpicious  looks  on  a 
gentleman  that  itood  by  him,  after  which  he  deilr- 
ed  fome  information  concerning  that  perfon  He 
was  no  fooner  acquainted,  that  the  gentleman  was 
a  new  author,  and  that  his  fjrft  piece  was  to  be 
pubiifhed  in  a  few  days,  but  he  drew  his  fword 
upon  him  ;  and  had  not  my  fcrvant  luckily  catched 
him  by  the  fleeve,  I  might  have  loft  one  author 
upon  the  fpot,  and  another  the  next  feflions. 

^Upon  recollecting  all  thefe  circumftances,  Mr. 
Lintot  was  entirely  of  opinion,  that  he  had  been 
-mad  for  fome  time;  and  I  doubt  not  but  his 
whole  narrative  muft  fufficiendy  convince  the  world 
of  the  excefs  of  his  frenzy.  -It  now  remains,  that 
-I  give  the  reafons  which  obliged  me,  in  .my  own 
vindication,  to  publim  this  whole  unfortunate  trani- 
ac'tion. 

•In  the  firft  place,  Mr.  John  Dennis  had  induftri- 
ouily  caufed  to  be  reported,  that  I  entered  into  his 
room,  nl  et  armis,  either  out  of  a  delign  to  de- 
prive him  of  his  life,  or  of  a  new  play  called 
.Coriolanu.s,  which  he  has  had  ready  for  the  ftagc 
thefe  four  years. 

Secondly,  He  hath  given  out,  about  Fleet-ftreet 
and  the  Temple,  that  1  was  an  accomplice  with  his 
'bookfcller,  who  vifited  him  with  intent  to  take  a- 
way  divers  valuable  nianufcripts,  without  paying 
in  m  ,  copy  -  m  o  n  ey  . 

Thirdly,  He  hath  told  others,  that  I  am  no  gra- 
duate phyikian,  and  that  he  had  feen  me  upon  a 
mountebank  flage  in  Moorfields,  when  he  had 
lodgings  in  the  college  there, 

Fourthly, 

v     J 
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Fourthly,  Knowing  that  I  had  much  practice  in 
the  city,  he  reported  at  the  Royal  Exchange,  Cuf- 
tomhoufe,  and  oilier  plnces  adjacent,  that  I  was  a 
foreign  fpy,  employed  by  the  French  King  to  con- 
vey him  into  France;  that  I  bound  him  hand  and 
foot ;  and  that,  if  his  friend  had  not  burft  from  his 
confinement  to  his  relief,  he  had  been  at  this  hour 
in  the  Baftile. 

Ail  which  feveral  aiTertions  of  his  are  fo  very  ex- 
travagant, as  well  as  inconfiftant,   that  I  appeal  to 
all  mankind,  whether  this  perfon  be  not  out  of  his 
fenfes.     I  ihall  not  decline   giving   and   producing 
further  proofs  of  this  truth  in  open  court,  if  he 
drives  the  matter  fo  far.     In  the  mean  time  I  hear- 
tily forgive  him,  and  pray  that   the  Lord  may  re- 
ftore  him  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  his  underftand-- 
ing  :   fo  wifhethj  as  becometh  a  Chriftian, 


PiOBERT  NORRIS,    M. 


rny  bctife  in  Snow-!,l!lr 
ju'y  the  3cth,  1733, 


God  fave  the 
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C    40    ] 


A  full  and  true  Account    of    a  horrid  and 

x 

barbarous  REVENGE  by  poifon,  on  the 
body  of  Mr.  EDMUND  CURLL,  book- 
fdler. 


With   a  faithful  Copy  of  his  laft  will  and  tefta- 

ment. 

- 

TTlftory  furniflieth  us  with  examples  of  many  fa- 
•*"••  tirical  authors  who  have  fallen  facrifices  to 
revenge,  but  not  of  any  bookfellers,  that  I  know 
of,  except  the  unfortunate  fubjecl:  of  the  following 
paper  ;  I  mean  Mr.  Edmund  Curll,  at  the  Bible 
and  Dial  in  Fleetftreet,  who  was  yefterday  poifon- 
ed  by  Mr.  Pope,  after  having  lived  many  years  an 
inftance  of  the  mild  temper  of  the  Britifli  nation. 

Every  body  knows,  that  the  faid  Mr.  Edmund 
Curll,  on  Monday  the  26th  inftant,  pubhfhed  a 
fatirical  piece,  intided,  Court-poems,  in  the  preface 
whereof  they  were  attributed  to  a  lady  of  quality, 
Mr.  Pope  or  Gay ;  by  which  indifcreet  method, 
though  he  had  efcaped  one  revenge,  there  were 
fini  two  behind  in  referve. 

JJow,  on  tlie  Wednefday  enfuing,  between  the 
hours  of  ten  and  eleven,  Mr.  Lintot,  a  neighbour- 
ing bookfeller,  defired  a  conference  with  Mr. 
Curll,  about  fettling  a  title-page,  inviting  him  at  the 
fame  time  to  take  a  whet  together.  Mr.  Pope, 
who  is  not  the  only  inftance  how  perfons  of  bright 
parts  may  be  carried  away  by  the  inftigation  of  the 
devil,  found  means  to  convey  himfelf  into  the  fame 
room,  under  pretence  ofbufinefs  with  Mr,  Lintot, 

who, 
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who,  it  feems  is : -the  printer  ofliis  Homer.  This 
gentleman,  with  a  feeming  coolncfs,  reprimanded 
Mr.  Curll  for  wrongfully  afcribing  to  him  the  a- 
forefaid  poems  :  he  excufed  hi  mi  elf  by  declaring, 
that  one  of  his  authors  (Mr.  Oldmixon  by  name) 
gave  the  copies  to  the  prefs,  and  wrote  the  pre- 
face. Upon  this  Mr.  Pope,  being  to  all  appear- 
ance reconciled,  very  civihy  drank  a  glafs  of  fack 
to  Mr.  Curll,  which  he  as  civilly  pledged;  and 
though  the  liquor  in  colour  and  tafte,  differed  not 
from  common  lack,  yet  was  it  plain,  by  the  pangs 
this  unhappy  ftationer  felt  foon  after,  that  fome 
poifonous  drug  had  been  fecretly  infilled  therein. 

About  eleven  o'clock  he  went  home,  where  his 
wife  obferving  his  colour  changed,  faid,  "  Are 
"  you  not  fick,  my  dear  ?"  He  replied,  "Bloody 
<(  lick  ;"  and  incontinently  fell  a  vomiting  arid 
draining  in  an  uncommon  and  unnatural  manner, 
the  contents  of  his  vomiting  being  as  green  as  grafs. 
His  wife  had  been  juft  reading  a  book  of  her  huf- 
band's  printing  concerning  Jane  W'eriham,  the  fa- 
mous witch  of  Hertford,  and  her  mind  mifgave  her, 
that  he  was  bewitched  ;  but  he  foon  le't  her  know, 
that  he  nifpedled  poifon,  and  recounted  to  her, 
between  the  intervals  of  his  yawnjngsaud  retchings^ 
every  circumftance  of  his  interview  with  Mr.  Pope. 

Mr.  Lintot  in  the  mean  time  coming  in,  was  ex- 
treme; v  affrighted,  at  the  fudden  alteration  he  ob* 

*  O 

ferved  in  him  :  "  Brother  Curll,  fiys  be,  I  fear  you 
"  have  got  the  vomiting  diitemper  ;  which,  I  have 
"  heard,  kills  in  half  an  hour.  This  comes  from 
"  your  not  following  my  advice,  to  drink  old 
<(  hock  in  a  morning,  as  I  do,  ami- abftain  from 
"  fack.1'  Mr.  Curll  replied  in  a  moving  tone, 
"  Your  author's  flick,  1  fear,  has  done  my  bufi- 
<£  nefs."  "t  Z  -  — ds,  fays  Mr.  Linfct,  my  author  ! 
"  Why  did  not  you  drink  old  hock  ?"  Notwith- 
flanding  which  rough  remonftrance,  he  did  in  the 
moil  friendly  manner  prefs  him  to  take  warm  wa- 

I)  3  ter  j 
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ter  ;  but  Mr.  Curll  did  with  great  obftinacy  refufo 
it ;  which  made  Mr.  Lintot  infer,  that  he  chofe  to 
clie,  as  thinking  to  recover  greater  damages* 

All  this  time  the  fymptoms  increafed  violently, 
with  acute  pains  in  the  lower  belly.  "  Brother 
Lintot,  Jays  be,  I  perceive  my  laft  hour  ap- 
proaching ;  do  me  the  friendly  office  to  call  my 
"  parner  Mr.  Pemberton,  that  we  may  fettle  our 
"  worldly  affairs."  Mr.  Lintot,  like  a  kind  neigh- 
bour, was  haftening  out  of  the  room,  while  Mr. 
Curll  raved  aloud  in  this  manner  :  "  If  I  furvive 
this,  I  will  be  revenged  on  Tonfon  j  it  was  he 
"  firft  detected  me  as  the  printer  of  thefe  poems, 
"  and  w  11  rep!  int  thefe  very  poems  in  his  name." 
His  wife  admoniflied  him  not  to  think  of  revenge, 
but  to  take  care  of  his  ftock  and  his  foul  and  in 
the  fame  inftant  Mr.  Lintot  whole  goodnefs  can 
never  be  enough  applauded,  returned  withMr.  Pem- 
berton After  iome  tears  jointly  ihed  by  thefe  hu- 
mane bookfellers,  Mr.  Curll  being  as  he  faid,  in  his 
perfect  fenfcs,  though  in  great  bodily  pain,  imme- 
diately proceeded  to  make  a  verbal  will,  Mrs.  Crril 
having  firft  put  on  his  night-cap,  in  the  following 
manner  : 

/"^  En  tie  men,  in  the  firft  place,  I  do  Sincerely  pray 
for  forgivenefs  for  thefe  indirect  methods  i  have 
purfued  in  inventing  new  titles  to  old  books,  put- 
ting authors  names  to  things  they  never  faw,  pub- 
liihing  private  quarrels  for  public  entertainment  ; 
all  which  I  hope  will  be  pardoned,  as  being  done  to 
get  an  honeft  livel  hood. 

I  do  alfoheartily  beg  pardon  of  all  perfons  of  ho- 
nour, lords  fpiritual  and  temporal,  gentry,  bur- 
gciTes,  and  commonalty,  to  whofe  abufe  I  have  any 
or  every  way  contributed  by  my  publications  ;  par- 
ticularly, I  hope  it  will  be  confidered,  that  if  I 
have  vilified  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Maryborough, 
I  have  likewife  afpcrfed  the  late  Duke  of  Ormond  ; 

if 


POISONING  OF  EDMUND  CURLL.     43 

if  I  have  abufed  the  Hon.  Mr.  Walpole,  I  have 
alfo  libelled  the  Lord  Bolingbroke  :  fo  that  I  have 
preferved  that  equality  and  impartiality,  "which  be- 
comes an  honeft-  man  in  times  of  faction  and  divi- 
fion. 

I  call  my  confcience  to  witnefs,  that  many  of 
thefe  things,  which  may  feern  malicious,  were  done 
out  of  charity  :  I  having  made  it  wholly  my  buimefs1 
to  print  for  poordiiconiblate  authors,  whom  all  other 
bookfellers  refufe.  Only  God  blefs  Sir  Richard 
Blackmore  !  you  know  he  takes  no  copy-money. 

The  fecond  collection  of  poems,  which  I  ground- 
lefsly  called  Mr.  Prior's,  will  fell  for  nothing,  and 
hath  not  yet  paid  the  charge  of  the  advertife- 
ments,  which  I  was  obliged  to  publifli  againft  him  t 
therefore  you  may  as  well  fupprcfs  the  edition,  and 
b'jg  that  gentleman's  pardon  in  the  name  of  a  dying 
Chriftian. 

The  French  Cato,  with  the  critic ifm,  fhewing 
how  fuperlor  it  is  to  Mr.  Addifon's,  (which  I 
wickedly  afcribed  to  Madam  Dacier),  may  be  fup- 
prefled  at  a  reafonable  rate,  being  damnably  tranf- 
lated . 

I  proteft  I  have  no  animofity  to  Mr.  Pxowe,  hav- 
ing printed  part  of  CalKpadra,  and  an  incorrect  e- 
dition  of  his  Doems  without  his  leave  in  quarto. 
Mr.  Gildon's  Rehearfdl9  or  Bays  the  younger,  did 
more  harm  to  me  than  to  Mr.  Rowe  ;  though,  up- 
on the  faith  of  an  honeft  man,  I  paid  him  double 
for  abufing  both  him  and  Mr.  Pope. 

Heaven  pardon  me  for  publifhing  the  Trials  of 
Sodomy,  in  the  Elzevir- Better  !  but  I  humbly  hope, 
my  printing  Sir  Richard  Blackmore's  En* ays  will  a- 
tone  for  them.  I  beg  that  you  will  take  wh;it  re- 
mains of  thefe  laft,  (which  is  near  the  whole  im- 
prefiion,  prefents  excepted),  and  let  my  poor  wi- 
widow  have  in  exchange  the  fole  property  of  the 
copy  of  Madam  Mafcranny. 

\Here 
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\^Here  Mr.  Pembtrton  interrupted,  and  ivcitld  by 

no  means    confent   to    this  article  ;  abiiit    which  fane 

difpiite  might  have  drifen  unbecoming,  a  dying  per- 

fen,  if  Mr.  Lintot  had  not  inter  pofed,  and  Mr.  Curl! 

vomited.  . 

What  this  poor  tin  fortunate  min  fpoke  afterwards  3  • 
•was  fo  indiftirift)  and  in  fuch  broken  accents,   (being 
perpetually   interrupted  by  vomitings,  that  the  reader 
is  intreated  to  excufe  the  confufion  and  imperfection 
cf  this  account. 

Dear   Mr.  Pemberton,  I  beg  you  to  beware  of 
the  indictment  at    Hicks's-hall  for   publishing  Ro- 
chefter's  bawdy    poems  ;  that   copy  will  otherwife- 
be  my  bed   legacy   to    my  clear  wife,    and  helplefs 
child. 

The  cafe  cf  impotence-  was  my  bed  fuppprt  all  the* 
Lift  long  vacation. 

\Jn  this    Lift   paragraph     Mr.   Cur  IF  s  voice  grew 

m'jre   fice   for  Ins     vomitings     abated   upon  his   de- 

jeftims,  and    he-  fake,  "what   follows  from  his  c/ofr- 


For  the  copies  of  noblemens  and  bifliops  lafb 
wills  and  teftaments,  I  folemnly  declare,  I  printed 
them  not  with  any  purpofe  of  defamation  ;  but 
merely  as  I  thought  thofe  copies  lawfully  purchaied 
from  Doctors  Commons,  at  one  iliilling  apiece. 
Our  trade  in  wills  turning  to  fmall  account,  we  may 
divide  them  blindfold. 

For  Mr.  Mamvaring's  Life,  I  aik  Mrs  OJdfield's 
pardon:  neither  his  nor  my  Lord  Haliifax's  lives, 
though  they  were  of  fervice  to  their  country,  were 
of  any  to  me  :  but  I  was  refolved,  iince  I  could 
not  print  their  works  while  they  lived  to  print  their 
lives  after  they  were  dead. 

While 
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While  he  was  fpeaking  thefe  words,  Mr.  Old- 
mixon entered.  "  Ah  ?  Mr.  Oldmixon,  faid  poor 
"  Mr.  Curll,  to  what  a  condition  have  your  works 
*'  reduced  me  !  I  die  a  martyr  to  that  unlucky 
*'  preface.  However,  in  thefe  my  laft  moments 
"  I  will  be  juft  to  all  men  ;  you  ihall  have  your 
"  third  fliare  of  the  Court-pcems,  as  was  ftipulated. 
"  When  I  am  dead,  where  will  you  find  another 
i(  bookfeller  ?  Your  Proteftant  packet  might  have 
"  fupported  you,  had  you  writ  a  little  leis  fcurri- 
"  loufly  ;  there  is  a  mean  in  all  things." 

Here  Mr.  Lintot  interrupted.  c'  Why  not  find 
"  another  bookfeller,  Brother  Curll  ?'  and  then 
alide  took  Mr.  Oldmixon  aiide,  and  whifpered  him  i 
"  Sir,  as  foon  as  Curll  is  dead,  I  ihall  be  glad  to 
1 '  talk  with  you  over  a  pint  at  the  Devil." 

Mr.  Curll  now  turning  to  Mr.  Pemberton,  told 
him,  he  had  feveral  taking  title-pages,  that  only 
wanted  treatifes  to  be  wrote  to  them  ;  and  earneft- 
ly  deiired,  that  when  they  were  written,  his  heirs 
might  have  fome  fliare  of  the  profit  of  them. 

After  he  had  faid  this,  he  fell  into  horrible 
gripings  ;  upon  which  Mr.  Lintot  advifed  him  to 
repeat  the  Lord's  prayer.  He  defired  his  wife  to 
ftep  into  the  fliop  for  a  Common-prayer  book, 
and  read  it  by  the  help  of  candle  without  heiita- 
tion.  He  clofed  the  book,  fetched  a  groan,  and 
recommended  to  Mrs.  Curll  to  give  forty  fhillings 
to  the  poor  of  the  parifh  of  St.  Dunftan's,  and  a 
week's  wages  advance  to  each  of  his  gentlemen- 
authors,  with  fome  fmall  gratuity  in  particular  to 
Mrs.  Centlivre. 

The  poor  man  continued  for  fome  hours  with 
all  his  difconfolate  family  about  him  in  tears,  ex- 
peeling  his  final  diffblution  ;  when  of  a  fudden 
he  was  furpriimgly  relieved  by  a  plentiful  foetid 
ilool,  which  obliged  them  all  to  retire  out  of  the 

room. 
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room.  Notwithstanding,  it  is  judged  by  Sir  Ri- 
chard Blackmore,  that  the  poifon  is  ftill  latent  in 
his  body,  and  will  infallibly  deftroy  him  by  flow 
degrees  in  leis  than  a  inanth.  It  is  to  be  hoped, 
the  other  enemies  of  this  wretched  ftationer  will 
not  further  purfue  their  revenge,  or  fhorten  this 
ihort  period  of  his  milcrable  life. 


A  further 
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A  further  ACCOUNT  of  the  mod  DEPIO- 
RABLE  CONDITION  of  Mr.  EDMUND 
CURLL,  bookfdler. 


THE  public  is  already  acquainted  with  the  man- 
ner of  Mr.  Curll'-s  impoifonment  by  a  faith- 
ful, though  impolite  hiftorian  of  Grubftreet.  I 
am  but  the  .continuer  of  his  hiftory  ;  yet  I  hope  a 
clue  diftinction  \viil  be  made  between  an  undignified 
icribler  of  a  flieet  and  half,  and  the  author  of  a. 
three- penny  ititched  book,  like  myfelf. 

"  Wit,  iaith  Sir  Richard  Blackmore-*,  proceeds 
""  from  a  concurrence  of  regular  and  exalted  fer- 
"  ments,  and  an  affluence  of  animal  fpirits  rectified 
"  and  refined  to  a  degree  of  purity."  On  the 
contrary,  when  the  igneous  particles  rife  with  the 
vital  liquor,  they  produce  an  abftradlion  of  the  ra- 
tional part  of  the  foul,  which  we  commonly  call 
wtifi'Ke/s.  The -verity  of  this  hypothefis  is  juitified 
by  the  fymptoms  with  which  the  unfortunate  Mr. 
Edmund  Curil  boofcfeller  hath  been  afflicted,  ever 
•irnce  his  {wallowing  the  poifon  at  the  Swan-tavern 
.in  Fleet-ftreet.  For  though  the  neck  of  his  retort, 
which  carries  up  the  animal  fpirits  to  the  head,  is  o£ 
an  extraordinary  length  ;  yet  the  laid  animal  fpirits 
rife  muddy,  being  contaminated  with  the  inilam- 
mable  particles  of  this  uncommon  poifon. 

The  fymptoms  of  his  departure  from  his  ufual 
temper  of  mind  were  at  firrtonly  "  fpeaking  civilly 
"**  to  his  customers,  iingeing  a  pig  \vitha  new  pur- 


vcl.  i. 

"  chafed 
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"  chafed  libel,  and  refufing  two    and  nine  pence 
<v  for  Sir  Richard  Blackmore's  EiTays." 

As  the  poor  man's  frenzy  increafed,  he  began  to 
"  void  his  excrements  in  his  bed,  read  Rochefter's 
"  bawdy  poems  to  his  wife,  gave  Oldmixon  a  flap  in 
"  the  chops,  and  would  have  kiiFed  Mr.  Pem- 
c<  berton's  a ,  by  violence." 

But  at  lad  he  came  to  fuch  a  pafs,  "that  he  would 
"  dine  upon  nothing  but  copper  plates,  took  a 
"  clyftcr  for  a  whipt  fyllabub,  and  made  Mr.  Lin- 
"  tot  eat  a  fuppoiitory,  for  a  radilh,  with  bread 
"  and  butter." 

"We  leave  -it  to  every  tender  wife  to  imagine,  how 
forely  all  this  afiiic~ted  poor  Mrs.  Curll  ;  at  firit  ihe 
privately  put  a  bill  into  feveral  churches,  defiring 
the  prayers  of  the  congregation  for  a  wretched  fta- 
tioner  diftempered  in  mind.  But  when  ihe  was 
fadly  convinced,  that  his  misfortune  w;>s  public  to 
all  the  world,  ihe  writ  the  following  letter  to  her 
good  neighbour  Mr.  Lintot. 

A  true  copy  cf  Mrs.  Curlls  letter  to  Mr.  Lintot. 

WORTHY  MR.  LINTOT, 
t(  "VOU   and   all  the   neighbours   know  too  well 

-  .  •   -» 

f(    •*•    the  frenzy  with  which  my  poor  man  is  viii- 
"  ted      I  never  perceived  he   was  out  of  himfelf, 
te  till  that  melancholy  day  that  lie  thought  he  was 
ft  poiioned  in  a  glafs  of  lack  ;  upon  this  he  ran  a- 
"  vomiting  all    over    the  houfe,    nay,  in  the  ne\v- 
*(  waflied  dining-room.     Alas!   this  is  the  grcateit 
ft  adveriity  that  ever  befell  my  poor  man,  iince  he 
"  loft  one  teflicle  at  fchcol  by  the  bite  of  a   black 
*£  boar.  Good  Lord!  if  he  mould  die,  where  mould 
"  I  difpofe  of  tlie  ftock  ?  unlefs  Mr.Pemberton  or 
*'  you  would  help  a  diflrerlcd   widow  ;    for  God 
*'  knows,  he  never  pubiiihed  any  books  that  lafttd 
il  above  a    week,  ib  that  if  he   wanted  daily  l^oks, 
*«  \vs  wanted  daily  brtad.  I  can  write  no  i^cre,  for  I 

"  hear 
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"  hear  the  rap  of  Mr.  Curll's  ivory-headed  cane  up- 
"  on  the  counter. — Pray  recommend  me  to  your 
"  pafhy-cook,  who  furnifhes  you  yearly  with  tarts 
"  in  exchange  for  your  paper,  for  Mr.  Curll  has 
"  difobliged  ours,  iince  his  fits  came  upon  him  ;--- 
fc  before  that  we  generally  lived  upon  baked  meats,. 
"  He  is  coming  in,  and  I  have  but  juft  time  to  put 
"  his  fon  out  of  the  way  for  fear  of  mischief:  fo 
"  wiihing  you  a  merry  Eafler,  I  remain  your 

"  Moft  humble  fervant, 

"  C.    CURLL." 

c<  P.  S.  As  to  the  report  of  my  poor  hufband's 
*'  ftealing  o'  calf,  it  is  really  groundlefs,  for  he  al- 
**  ways  binds  in  fheep." 

But  return  we  to  Mr.  Curll,  who  all  "Wednefday 
continued  outrageoufly  mad.  On  Thurfday  he 
had  a  lucid  interval,  that  enabled  him  to  fend  a  ge- 
neral fummons  to  all  his  authors.  There  was  but 
one  porter,  who  could  perform  this  office,  to  whom, 
he  gave  the  following  bill  of  directions,  where  to 
find  them.  This  bill,  together  with  Mrs.  Curll's 
original  letter,  lie  at  Mr.  Lintot's  {hop  to  be  per- 
ufed  by  the  curious. 

Injlruftions  to  a  porter  how   to  find  Mr  CurlFs  author  st 

4<     A  T  a  tallow-chandler's  in  Petty  France,  half- 
«<  xA.  wav  unc]er  the  blind  arch,  alk  for   the  hif- 

torian. 

<c  At  the  Bedftead  and  Bolfter,  amufic-houfe  in 

Moorfields,  two  tranflators  in  a  bed  together. 

"  At  the  Hercules  and  Still  in  Vinegar-yard,  a 

fchoolmafter   with  carbuncles  on  his  nofe. 

41  At  a  blackfmith's  fliop  in  the  Friars,  a  Pinda- 

ric  writer  in  red  ftockings. 

VOL.  VII.  E  "In 
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"  In  the  Calendar-mill-room  at  Exeter-change, 
*'  a  comp.'fei  of  meditations. 

"  At  the  Three  Tobacco-pipes  in  Dog  and  Bitch 
Ci  yard,  one  that  has  been  a  parfon,  he  wears  a  blue 
"  camblet  coat,  trimmed  with  black  :  my  befl  wri- 
"  ter  agamft  revealed  religion. 

"  At  Mr  Summers  a  thief-catcher's,  in  Lewk- 
"  n^r's  Jane,  the  man  that  wrote  againft  the  impie- 
"  ty  of  Mr  Row's  plays. 

"  At  the  Farthing  pye-houfe  in  Totting-fields, 
€<  the  young  man  who  is  writing  my  new  paitor- 

"  als.  ' 

"  At  the  LaundreiTes,  at  the  Hole  in  the  Wall 
«  in  Curfitors -alley,  up  three  pair  of  flairs,  the  au- 

"  thor  of  my  Church-hi/lory, if  his  ftux  be  ov- 

*<  er You  may  alfo  fpeak  to  the  gentleman  who 

4£  lies  by  him  in  the  flock-bed,  my  index-maker. 

"  The  Cook's  *  wife  in  Buckingham-court :  bid 
*'  her  brin:-y  along  with  her  the  fimiles,  that  were 
*'  lent  her  for  here  next  new  play. 

"  Call  at  Budge-row  for  the  gentleman  you  ufeci 
u  to  go  to  in  the  cockloft;  I  have  taken  away  the 
"  ladder,  but  this  landlady  has  it  in  keeping. 

"  I  don't  much  care  if  you  aik  at  die-Mint  for  the 
f(  old  beetle-browed  critic,  and  the  purblind  poet 
(<  at  the  alley  over  againft  St.  Andrew's  Holborn. 
«'  But  this  as  you  have  time." 

All  thefe  gentlemen  appeared  at  the  hour  ap- 
pointed in  Mr.  Curll's  dining-room,  two  excepted  ; 
one  of  whom  was  the  gentleman  in  the  cock-loft, 
his  landlady  being  out  of  the  way,  and  thegradus 
nd  Parnaffum  taken  down  ;  the  other  happened  to 
be  too  cfofely  watched  by  the  bailiffs. 

They  no  fooner  entered  the  room,  but  all  of 
them  fhewed  in  their  behaviour  fome  fufpicion  of 
each  other ;  fome  turning  away  their  heads  with  an 

Mrs,  Centlivre, 

air 
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air  of  contempt ;  others  fquinting  with  a  leer,  that 
fhewed  at  once  fear  and  indignation,  each  with  a 
haggard  abftracted  mein,  the  lively  picture  of 
icorn,  folitude,  and  fhort  commons.  So  when  a 
keeper  feeds  his  hungry  charge  of  vultures,  pan- 
thers, and  Libyan  leopards,  each  eyes  his  fellow 
with  a  fiery  glare  ;  high  hung,  the  bloody  liver 
tempts  their  maw.  Or  as  a  houfewife  ftands  before 
her  pales,  fur  rounded  by  her  geefe  ;  they  right, 
they  hifs,  they  gaggle,  beat  their  wings,  and  down 
is  fcattered  as  the  winter's  fnow,  for  a  poor  grain 
of  oats,  or  tare,  or  barley,  -  Such  looks  iliot  thro* 
the  room  traniverie,  oblique,  direct;  fuch  was  the 
fHr  and  din,  till  Curll  thus  fpoke,  (but  without 
riling  from  his  clofe-ftool.) 

"  Whores  and  Authors  mu ft  be  paid  beforehand 
"  to  put  them  in  good  humour  ;  therefore  here  is 
"  half  a  croAvn  apiece  for  you  to  drink  your  own 
"  healths,  and  confufion  to  Mr  Addifon,  and  all 
"  other  fuccefsful  writers. 

"  Ah,  Gentlemen  !  what  have  I  not  done  ?  what 
"  have  I  not  fuffered,  rather  than  the  world  fhould 
"  be  deprived  of  your  lucubrations  ?  I  have  taken 
"  involuntary  purges,  I  have  been  vomited,  three 
tl  times  have  I  been  caned,  once  was  I  hunted, 
**  twice  was  my  head  broke  by  a  grenadier,  twice 
"  was  I  tofled  in  a  blanket  ;  I  have  had  boxes  on 
"  the  ear,  flaps  on  the  chops  :  I  have  been  fright- 
t(  ed,  pumped,  kicked,  flandered,  and  beihitten. 
"  —  I  hope,  Gentlemen,  you  are  all  convinced, 
"  that  this  author  of  Mr.  Lintot's  could  mean  no- 
"  thing  elfe  but  ftarving  you,  by  poifoning  me.  It 
"  remains  for  us  to  confult  the  beft  and  ipeedieft 
(<  methods  of  revenge." 

He  had  fcarce  done  fpeaking,  but  the  hiltorian 
propofecl  a  hiftory  of  his  life.  The  Exeter -Exchange 
gentleman  was  for  penning  articles  of  his  faith. 
Some  pretty  fmart  Pindaric,  fays  the  red-ftocking 
poet,  would  effectually  do  his,  bufinefs.  But  the 

E  2  ind'.x- 
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index-maker  faid,  there  was  nothing  like  an  index 
to  his  Homer. 

After  feveral  debates,  they  came  to  the  follow- 
ing refolutions. 

"  Refolved,  That  every  member  of  this  fociety, 
*'  according  to  his  feveral  abilities,  fhall  contribute 
"  fome  way  or  other  to  the  defamation  of  Mr. 
*'  Pope 

"  Refolved,  That  towards  the  libelling  of  the 
"  faid  Pope  there  be  a  fum  employed  not  exceeding 
(t  fix  pounds  fixteen  fhillings  and  nine  pence  (not 
(<  including  advertifements).. 

*(  Refolved,  Tliat  he  has  on  purpofe,  in  feveral 
"  paflages,  perverted  the  true  ancient  Heathen 
f(  fenfe  of  Homer,  for  the  more  effectual  propa- 
"  gation  of  the  Popifh  religion. 

"  Refolved,  That  the  printing  of  Homer's  battles 
'*  at  this  juncture,  has  been  the  occafion  of  all  the 
"  diflurbances  of  this  kingdom. 

"  Ordered,  That  Mr.  Barnevelt  *  be  invited  to 
"  be  a  member  of  this  fociety,  in  order  to  make 
"  further  difcoveries. 

"  Pvefolved,  That  a  number  of  effective  errata's 
"  be  raifed  out  of  Pope's  Homer  (not  exceeding 
*'  1746),  and  that  every  gentleman,  who  fhall  fend 
"  in  one  error,  for  his  encouragement  fhall  have 
*'  the  whole  works  of  this  fociety  gratis. 

"  Refolved,  That  a  fum  not  exceeding  ten  fliil- 
'*  lings  and  fix-pence  be  diflributed  among  the 
"  members  of  this  fociety  for  coffee  and  tobacco, 
"  in  order  to  enable  them  the  more  effectually  to 
*'  defame  him  in  coffee-houfes. 

"  Refolved,  That  towards  the  further  lefTening 
"*'  the  character  of  the  faid  Pope,  fome  perfons  be 

*  The  key  to  the  lock,  a    pamphlet  written  by  Mr    Pope,  in  which 
The  rape  cftbe  lock  was  with  great  folemnity  proved  to  be  a  political  li- 
was  publifhed  in  the  name  of  Efdras  Barnevelt,  apothecary. 

"  deputed 
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f(  deputed   to  abufe  him   at  ladies  tea-tables,   and 
"  that  in  confideration  our   authors    are   not  well- 

"  drafted  enough,  Mr.  C y  and  Mr.Ke 1  be 

"  deputed  for  that  fervice. 

"  Refolved,  That  a  ballad  be  made  again  ft  Mr. 
"  Pope,  and  that  Mr.  Oldmixon  *,  Mr.  Gildon  f, 
t(  and  Mrs.  Centlivre  ±,  do  prepare  and  bring  iix 
"  the  lame. 

"  Refolved,  That,  above  all,  fome  effectual  ways 
"  and  means  be  found  to  increafe  the  joint  ftock 
"  of  the  reputation  of  this  fociety,  which  at  prefent 
"  is  exceeding  low,  and  to  give  their  works  the 
"  greater  currency  ;  whether  by  raifing  the  deno- 
"  mination  of  the  faid  works  by  counterfeit  titlc- 
"  pages,  or  mixing  a  greater  quantity  of  the  fine 
"  metal  of  other  authors  with  the  alloy  of  this  ib- 
"  ciety. 

"  Refolved,  That  no  member  of  this  fociety  for 
"  the  future  mix  ftout  in  his  ale  in  a  morning,  and 

<(  and  that  Mr.  B remove  from  the  Hercules 

"  and  Still. 

"  Refolved,  That  all  our  members  (except  the 
cook's  wife)  be  provided  with  a  fofficient  quan- 
tity of  the  vivifying  drops,  or  Byfield's  Jal  vola- 
tile. 

"  Refolved,  That  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  ||  be 
"  appointed  to  endue  this  fociety  with  a  large  quan- 

*"  Oldmixon  was  all  his  life  a  party-writer  for  hire  :  and  after  hav- 
ing faifified  Daniel's  Chronicle  in  many  places,  he  charge.l  three  emi- 
nent pcrfcns  with  falfinng  Lord  Clarendon's  hiitory,  \vhich  v\as  dif- 
proved  by  Dr.  Atterbury,  Biihop  of  Rochefter,  the  only  i'nrvivor  of 
them. 

•f-  Gildcn,  a  writer  of  criticifms  and  HLels,  who  abufvd  Mr  Pope 
in  Lveral  pamphlets  and  books  printed  by  Curll. 

J  Mrs  Sufanna  Centlivie,  wife  of  Mr.  Centlivre,  yeomen  of  the 
mouth  to  his  Majefty,  wrote  a  fong  before,  fhe  v  as  feven  years  old, 
and  many  plays :  flie  wrote  alfo  a  ballad  againft  Mr  Pope's  Homer, 
before  he  began  it. 

||  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  in  his  EfTays,  vol.  2.  p.  270.  accufed 
Mr  Pope  in  veiy  high  and  fober  terms  of  profanenefs  and  immorality, 
on  the  mere  report  cf  Curll,  that  he  was  author  of  a  traveltie  on  the 
firft  rfulm. 

£3  "  tity 
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"  tity  of  regular  and  exalted  ferments,    in  order  to 
enliven  their  cold  fentiments  (being  his  true  re- 
<c  ceipt  to  make  wits  *." 

Thefe  refolutions  being  taken,  the  aflembly  was 
ready  to  break  up,  but  they  took  fo  near  a  part  in 
Mr.  CurlPs  afflictions,  that  none  of  them  could 
leave  him  without  giving  him  fome  advice  to  rein- 
jftate  him  in  his  health. 

Mr.  Gildon  was  of  opinion,  that,  in  order  to 
drive  a  Pope  out  of  his  belly,  he  fhould  get  the 
mummy  of  fome  deceafed  moderator  of  the  General 
AfTembly  in  Scotland  to  be  taken  inwardly  as  an  ef- 
fectual antidote  againft  Antichrift  :  but  Mr.  Old- 
mixon  did  conceive,  that  the  liver  of  the  perfon 
who  adminiftred  the  poifon,  boiled  in  broth,  would 
be  a  more  certain  cure. 

While  the  company  were  expecting  the  thanks  of 
Mr.  Curll  for  theie  demonftrations  of  their  zeal,  a 
whole  pile  of  Sir  Richard's  Eiiays  on  a  fudden  fell 
on  his  head  ;  the  {hock  of  which  in  an  inftant 
brought  back  his  delirium.  He  immediately  rofe 
up,  overturned  the  clofe-ftoql,  and  befh--t  the  EfTays 
(which  may  probably  occafion  a  fecond  edition), 
then  without  putting  up  his  breeches,  in  a  moft  fu- 
rious tone  he  thus  broke  out  to  his  books,  which 
his  diftempered  imagination  reprefented  to  him  as 
alive,  coming  down  from  their  fhelves,  fluttering 
their  leaves,  and  flapping  their  covers  at  him. 

Now  G--d  damn  all  folios,  quartos,  octavos,  and 
duodecimos  !  ungrateful  varlets  that  you  are,  who 
have  fo  long  taken  up  my  houfe  without  paying  for 
your  lodging !  Are  ye  not  the  beggarly  brood  of 
fumbling  journeymen  !  born  in  garrets  among  lice 
and  cobwebs,  nurfed  up  on  gray  peas,  bullock's 
liver,  and  porter's  ale  ?  —  "Was  not  the  firft  light 
you  faw,  the  farthing  candle  I  paid  for  ?  Did  you 

See  page  47. 

not 
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riot  come  before  your  time  into  dirty  {heets  of  brown 

paper  ? And  have  not  I  cloathed  you  in  double 

royal,  lodged  you  handfomely  in  decent  {helves,  la- 
ced your  backs  with  gold,  equipped  you  with  fplen- 
ciid  titles,  and  fent  you  into  the  world  with  the 
names  of  perfons  of  quality  ?  Muft  I  be  always 
plagued  with  you  ?  Why  flutter  ye  your  leaves  and 
flap  your  covers  at  me  ?  Damn  ye  all,  (<  ye  wolves 
"  in  iheeps  cloathing  ;  rags  ye  were,  and  to  rags 
"  ye  fhall  return."  Why  hold  you  forth  your 

texts  to  me,  ye  paltry  fermons  ?  "Why  cry  ye, 

at  every  word  to  me,  ye  bawdy  poets  ?  To  my 
{hop  at  Tunbribge  ye  {hall  go,  by  G---,  and  thence 
be  drawn  like  the  reft  of  your  predeceflbrs,  bit 
by  bit,  to  the  paHage-houfe  ;  for  in  this  prefent 
emotion  of  my  bowels,  how  do  I  compafTionate 
thole  who  have  great  need,  and  nothing  to  wipe 
their  breech  with. 

Having  faid  this,  and  at  the  fame  time  recollect- 
ing that  his  own  was  yet  unwiped,  he  abated  of  his 
fury,  and  with  great  gravity  applied  to  that  func- 
tion the  unfiniftied  {heets  of  the  conduct  of  the  Earl 
of  Nottingham. 
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A  ftrange  but  true  Relation,  how  Mr.  ED- 
MUND  CURLL  of  Fleet-ftrcet,  ftationer, 
out  of  an  extraordinary  defire  of  lucre, 
went  into  Change-alley,  and  was  converted 
from  the  Chriftian  religion  by  certain  emi- 
nent Jews  •>  and  how  he  was  circumcifcd, 
and  initiated  into  their  myfteries. 

A  Varice  (as  Sir  Richard,  in  the  third  page  of  his 
*•  •*•  EiFays,  hath  elegantly  obferved)  u  is  an  inor- 
"  dinate  impulfe  of  the  foul  towards  the  am  ailing 
'*  or  heaping  together  a  fuperfuiity  of  wealth, 
"  without  the  lealt  regard  of  applying  it  to  its  pro- 
"  per  ufes." 

And  how  the  mind  of  man  is  pofTeffed  with  this 
vice,  may  be  feen  every  day  both  in  the  city  and 
iuburbs  thereof.  It  Iv.s  been  always  efteemcd  by 
Plato,  PuffendorfT,  and  Socrates,  as  the  darling 

vice  of  old  a?e  :  but  now  our  voun?y  men  are  turn- 

"* 
ed  ufurers  and  frock]  obbers  ;  and,  in  (read  of  luft- 

ing  after  the  real  wives  and  daughters  of  our  rich 
citizens,  they  covet  nothing  but  their  money  and 
eftates.  Strange  change  of  vice  !  when  the  concu- 
pifcence  of  youth  is  converted  into  the  covetouf- 
nefs  of  age,  and  thofe  appetites  are  now  become 
VENAL  which  ihould  be  VENEREAL. 

In  the  firft  place,  let  us  fhew  you  how  many  of 
the  ancient  worthies  and  heroes  of  antiquity  have 
been  undone  and  ruined  by  this  deadly  lin  of  ava- 
rice. 

I  Ihall  take  the  liberty  to  begin  with  Brutus,  that 
noble  Roman.  Does  not  ^Etian  inform  us,  that  he 
received  fifty  broad  pieces  for  the  aflaflination  of 
that  renowned  Emperor  Julius  Csefar,  who  fell  a 

facrifice 
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facrifice  to  the  Jews,  as  Sir  Edmund  Bury  Godfrey 
did  to  thePapiits? 

Did  not  Themiftocles  let  in  the  Goths  and  Van- 
dals into  Carthage  for  a  fum  of  money,  where  they 
barbaroufly  put  cut  the  other  eye  of  the  famous 
Hannibal?  as  Herodotus  hath  it  in  his  ninth  book 
upon  the  Roman  medals. 

Even  the  great  Cato  (as  the  late  Mr.  Addifon 
hath  very  well  obferved),  though  otherwife  a  gen- 
tleman of  good  fenfe,  was  not  unfulHed  by  this  pe- 
cuniary contagion  ;  for  he  fold  Athens  to  Artaxer- 
xes  Longimanus  for  a  hundred  rix- dollars,  which 
in  our*;1noney  will  amount  to  two  talents  and  thirty 
feftertii,  according  to  Mr.  Demoivre's  calculation. 
See  Heiiod  in  his  feventh  chapter  of  Feafts  and 
Feftivals. 

Actuated  by  the  fame  diabolical  fpirit  of  gain, 
Sylla  the  Roman  conful  fliot  Alcibiades  the  fenator 
with  a  piftol,  and  robbed  hitij  of  feveral  bank-bills 
and  'chequer-notes  to  an  immenfe  value  ;  for  which 
he  came  to  an  untimely  end,  and  was  denied  Chri- 
ftian  burial.  Hence  comes  the  proverb,  Incidat  in 
Syllam. 

To  come  near  to  our  own  times,  and  give  you 
one  modern  inftance,  though  well  known  and  of- 
ten quoted  by  hiftorians,  viz.  Echard,  Dionyfius 
HalicarnalTus,  Virgil,  Horace,  and  others  :  It  is 
that,  I  mean,  of  the  famous  Godfrey  of  Bulloigne, 
one  of  the  great  heroes  of  the  holy  war,  who  rob- 
bed Cleopatra  Qu_een  of  Egypt  of  a  diamond  neck- 
lace, ear-rings,  and  a  Tompion's  gold  watch  (which 
was  given  her  by  Mark  Anthony) ;  all  thefe  things 
were  found  in  Godfrey's  breeches  pocket,  when  he 
was  killed  at  the  fiege  of  Damafcus. 
«  Who  then  can  wonder,  after  fo  many  great  and 
illuftrious  examples,  that  Mr.  Edmund  Curll  the 
ftationer  fhould  renounce  the  Chriftian  religion  for 
the  Mammon  of  unrighteoufnefs,  and  barter  his 

precious 
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precious  faith  for  the  filthy  profpect  of  lucre  in  the 
preient  fluctuation  of  flocks  ? 

It  having  been  obferved  to  Mr.  Curll,  by  fome 
of  his  ingenious  authors,  (who  I  fear  are  no't  over- 
charged with  any  religion),  what  immenfe  i'ums  the 
Jews  had  got  by  bubbles*,  &c.  he  immediately 
turned  his  mind  from  the  buiineis,  in  which  he  was 
educated,  but  thrived  little,  and  refolved  to  quit 
his  fhop  for  'Change- alley.  Whereupon  falling  in- 
to company  with  the  Jews  at  their  club,  at  the  lign 
of  the  crois  in  Cornhiil,  they  began  to  tamper  with 
him  upon  the  mo  ft  important  points  of  the  Chriftian 
faith,  which  he  for  fome  time  zealoufly  and,  like  a 
good  Chriftian,  obftinately  defended.  They  promif- 
ed  him  Paradife,  and  many  other  advantages  hereaf- 
ter ;  but  he  artfully  iniinuated,  that  he  was  more 
inclinable  to  liften  'to  preient  gain.  They  took  the 
hint,  and  promifed  him,  that  immediately  upon  his 
cpnverfion  to  their  perfuafion  he  ihould  'become  as 
rich  as  a  Jew. 

They  made  ufe  likewife  of  feveral  other  argu- 
ments ;  to  wit, 

That  the  wifeft  man  that  ever  was,  and  inafmuch 
the  richeft,  beyond  all  peradventure  was  a  Jew,  vi- 
delicet, Solomon. 

That  David,  the  man  after  God's  own  heart,  was 
a  Jew  alfb.  And  rnoft  of  the  children  of  Ifrael  are 
fufpecled  for  holding  the  fame  doctrine. 

This  Mr.  Curll  at  firft  ftrenuoufly  denied  ;  for 
indeed  he  thought  them  Roman  Catholics,  and  fo 
far  was  he  from  giving  way  to  their  temptations, 
that  to  convince  them  of  his  Chriftianity  he  called 
for  a  pork  grilking. 

*  Bublle  was  a  name  given  to  all  the  extravagant  proj^as,  forwhich 
fuhfcriptions  were  raifed,  and  negotiated  at  vaft  premiums  in  Change- 
allay,  in  the  year  1720.  A  name,  which  alluded  to  their  production 
by  the  ferment  of  the  Sourh-  fea,  and  not  to  their  fplendor,  emptinefs, 
and  inutiiity  :  for  it  did  not  become  a  name  of  reproach  in  this  cafe, 
till  time  compleated  the  metaphor  and  the  bubble  broke. 

They 
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They  now  promifed,  if  he  v/ould  poifon  his  wife, 
and  give  up  his  griiking,  that  he  iliould  marry  the 
rich  Ben  Meymon's  only  daughter.  This  mads 
fome  impreilion  on  him. 

They  then  talked  to  him  in  the  Hebrew  tongue, 
which  he  not  understanding,  it  was  obierved,  had 
very  great  weight  with  him. 

They  now,  perceiving  that  his  godlinefs  was  on- 
ly gain,  deiifted  from  all  other  arguments,  and  at- 
tacked him  on  his  weak  fide,  namely,  that  of  ava- 
rice. 

Upon  which  John  Mendez  offered  him  an  eighth 
of  an  advantageous  bargain  for  the  apoftles  creed, 
which  he  readily  and  wickedly  renounced 

He  then  fold  the  Nine  and  thirty  articles  for  a 
bull  * ;  but  infifted  hard  upon  black  puddings,  be- 
ing a  great  lover  thereof. 

Joflma  Pereira  engaged  to  let  him  {hare  with  him 
in  his  bottomrye  ;  upon  this  he  was  perfuaded  out 
of  his  Chriftian  name  ;  but  he  fliil  adhered  to  black 
puddings. 

Sir  Gideon  Lopez  tempted  him  with  forty  pound 
fubfcription  in  Ram's  bubble  ;  for  which  he  was 
content  to  give  up  the  four  evangeliils,  and  he  was 
now  completed  a  perfect  Jew,  all  but  black  pud- 
ding and  circumciiion;  for  both  of  which  he  would 
have  been  glad  to  have  had  a  difpenfation, 

But,  on  the  lyth  of  March,  Mr  Curll  (unknown 
to  his  wife)  came  to  the  tavern  aforefaid.  At  his 


*  Bulh  and  fears.  He  v/ho  fells  that  of  which  he  is  nor  pofiefJed, 
is  proverbi.Jiy  faid  tofillthcjkin  before  be  has  caught  the  bear.  Jt  was 
the  practice  of  ftockjobbers  in  the  year  1720,  to  enter  into  contract 
for  transferring  S.  S.  flock  at  a  future  time  tor  a  certain  price  j  Lin  lie 
vho  contracted  to  fell  haJ  frequently  no  (lock  to  transfer,  nor  did  he 
v.uo  bought  intend  to.  receive  any  in  confluence  of  his  bargain  ;  the 
feller  was  therefore  called  a  bear,  in  aliufion  to.  the  proverb  ;  and  the 
buyer  a.,  bit  It,  perhaps  oniy  as  a  fimilar  diftinclion.  The  cor..tracT:.was 
merely  a  wager  to  be  determined  by  the  rife  or  fail  of  iVck  j  if  it  rofe, 
the  feller  paid  the  difference  to  the  buyer  proportioned  to  the  fum  de- 
termined by  the  fame  computation  to  the  filler. 

entrance 
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entrance  into  the  room,  he  perceived  a  meagre 
man,  with  a  fallow  countenance,  a  black  forky 
beard,  and  long  veftment.  In  his  right  hand  he 
held  a  large  pair  of  fheers,  and  in  his  left  a  red- 
hot  fearing-iron.  At  light  of  this,  Mr.  CurlPs 
heart  trembled  within  him,  and  fain  would  he  re- 
tire ;  but  he  was  prevented  by  lix  Jews,  who  laid 
hands  upon  him,  and  unbuttoning  his  breeches, 
threw  him  upon  the  table  a  pale  pitiful  fpectacle, 

He  now  intreated  them  in  the  moft  "moving  tone 
of  voice,  to  difpenfe  with  that  unmanly  ceremonial, 
which  if  they  would  confent  to,  he  faithfully  pro- 
mifed,  that  he  would  eat  a  quarter  of  pafchal  lamb 
with  them  the  next  Sunday  following. 

All  theie  proteftations  availed  him  nothing  ;  for 
they  threatened  him,  that  all  contracts  and  bargains 
fhould  be  void,  unlefs  he  would  fubmit  to  bear  all 
the  outward  and  vilible  iigns  of  Judaifm. 

Our  apofhue  hearing  this,  ftretched  himfelf  up- 
on his  back,  fpread  his  legs,  and  waited  for  the 
operation :  but  when  he  law  the  high  prieft  take 
up  the  cleft  ftick,  he  roared  moil:  unmercifully,  and 
fvvore  feveral  Chrirlian  oaths,  for  which  the  Jews 
rebuked  him. 

The  favour  of  the  effluvia  that  uTued  from  him, 
convinced  the  old  Levite,  and  all  his  aflifrants,  that 
he  needed  no  prefent  purgation  ;  wherefore,  with- 
out, further  anointing  him,  he  proceeded  in  his 
office  ;  when,  by  an  unfortunate  jerk  upward  of 
the  impatient  victim,  he  loft  five  times  as  much  as 
ever  Jew  did  before. 

They,  finding  that  he  was  too  much  circumcifed, 
which,  by  the  levitical  law,  is  worfe  than  not  being 
circumcifed  at  all,  refufed  to  ftand  to  any  of  their 
contracts  :  wherefore  thev  caft  him  forth  from  their 

if 

fynagogue ;  and  he  now  remains  a  moft  piteous, 
woful,  and  miferable  fight,  at  the  fign  of  the  Old 
Teftament  and  Dial  in  Fleet-ftreet ;  his  wife,  poor 
woman,  is  at  this  hour  lamenting  over  him,  wring- 
ing 
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ing  her  hands,  and  tearing  her  hair  ;  for  the  bar- 
barous Jews  ftill  keep,  and  expofe  at  Jonathan's 
and  Caraway's,  the  memorial  of  her  lofs,  and  her 
hufband's  indignity. 


PRAYER. 

[To  fave  thejtamp  * 


17EEP  us,  we  befeech  thee,  from  the  hands  of 

"  luch  barbarous  and  cruel  Jews,  who  albeit 

"  they  abhor  the  blood  of  black  puddings,  yet  thirft 

they  vehemently  after  the  blood  of  white  ones. 

And  that  we  may  avoid  fuch  like  calamities,  may 

all  good  and  well-difpofed  Chriftians   be  warned 

by  this  unhappy  wretch's  woful  example,   to  a- 

bominate    the   hainous   fin   of    avarice,    which, 

fooner  or  latter,  will  draw  them  into   the   cruel 

"  clutches  of  Satan,  Papifts,  Jews,  and  ftockjob- 

«  ber's.     - 


forms  of  prayer  axdtbankfgivirig,  books  of  devatian,  &-c.  being 
excepted  in  the  ftatute  of  iz  Anne  (1712)  charging  pamphlets  and 
papers  contained  in  half  a  fheet  with  one  halfpenny,  and  every  fuch 
paper,  being  one  whole  fheet,  with  a  ftamp-duty  of  one  pennv  for 
every  copy. 
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GOD's  REVENGE  againfl  PUNNING.    1 

Shewing  the  miferable  fates  of  perfons  addicted  to 
this  crying  iin,  in  court  and  town. 

"]\  /fAnifold  have  been  the  judgements  which  hea- 
-*-^JL  ven,  from  time  to  time,  for  the  chailifement 
of  a  flnful  people,  has  inflicted  on  whole  nations. 
For  when  the  degeneracy  becomes  common,  it  is 
but  juit  the  puniinment  ihould  be  general:  of  this 

kind,    in  our  own  unfortunate  country,  was  that 
.  * 

deftructive  peftilence,  whofe  mortality  \vas  fo  fatal, 

as  to  fweep  away,  if  Sir  William  Petty  may  be  be- 
lieved, five  millions  of  Chriftian  fouls,  beiides  wo- 
men and  Jews. 

Such  alfo  was  that  dreadful  conflagration  enfu- 
ing,  in  this  famous  metropolis  of  London,  which 
coniiuned,  according  to  tiie  computation  of  Sir 
Samuel  Morland,  one  hundred  thouiand  houfcSj 
not  to  mention  churches  and  flab-Its. 

Scarce  had  this  unhappy  nation  recovered  thefe 
funeft  difaflers,  when  the  abomination  of  play- 
Louies  rofe  up  in  this  land  ;  from  hence  hath  an 
inundation  of  obfcenity  flowed  from  the  court  and 
overip-read  the  kingdom  :  even  infants  disfigured 
the  walls  of  holy  temples  with  exorbitant  reprefen- 
tations  of  the  members  of  generation  :  nay,  no 
iboner  had  they  learned  to  fpell,  but  they  had  wic- 
kednefs  enough  to  write  the  names  thereof  in  large 
capitals  :  an  enormity  obferved  by  travellers  to  be 
found  in  no  country  but  England. 

But  wh  11  whoring  and  Popery  were  driven  hence 
by  me  happy  revolution  ;  iti,!  the  nation  fo  greatly 
offended,  that  Socinianiim,  Arianiim,  and  Whii- 

toniirn 
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tonifm,  triumphed  in  our  ftreets,  and  were  in  a 
manner  become  univerial 

And  yet,  ftill  after  all  thefe  vifitations,  it  has 
pleafed  heaven  to  vilit  ut  with  a  contagion  more 
epidemical,  and  of  tonfequenee  more  fatal  :  this 
was  foretold  to  us,  firft,  by  that  unparallelled  e- 
clipfe  in  1714:  fecondly,  by  the  dreadful  corruf- 
c.ition  in  the  air  this  prefent  year  :  and,  thirdly, 
by  the  nine  comets  feen  at  once  over  Soho-fqtiaiv, 
by  Mrs.  Katharine  "VVadlington  and  others  ;  a  con- 
tagion that  firft  crept  in  amongft  the  firft  quality, 
k  Trended  to  their  footmen,  and  infufed  itfelf  into 
their  ladies  :  I  mean  the  woful  practice  of  PUN- 
NING. This  does  occasion  the  corruption  of  our 
language,  and  therein  of  the  word  of  God  tranf- 
lated  into  our  language,  which  certainly  every  fo- 
bcr  Chriftian  muft  tremble  at. 

Now,  fuch  is  the  enormity  ofYhis  abomination, 
that  our  very  nobles  commit  punning  not  only  o- 
vertea,  and  in  taverns,  but  even  on  the  Lord's- day, 
and  in  the  King's  chapel :  therefore  to  deter  men 
from  this  evil  practice,  I  fhall  give  fome  true  and 
dreadful  example's  of  God's  revenge  again!!  pun- 
ftcrs. 

The  Right  Honourable but  it  is  not  fafe  to 

infert  the  name  of  an  eminent  nobleman  in  this  pa- 
per, yet  I  will  venture  to  fay,  that  fuch  a  one  has 
been  feen;  which  is  all  we  can  fav,  connderin-  the 

7  .    I  ,.  , 

largenefs  of  his  flceves :  this  young  nobleman  was 
not  only  a  flagitious  punfter  hi-.nfelf,  but  was  accti- 
fary  to  the  punning  of  others,  by  confent,  by  pro- 
vocation, by  connivance,  and  by  defence  of  the 
evil  committed  ;  for  which  the  Lord  mercifully 
fpucd  his  neck,  but,  as  a  mark  of  reprobation, 
wricd  his  nofe. 

Another  nobleman  of  great  hopes,  no  lefs  guilty 
of  the  fame  crime,  was  made  the  punifher  of  him- 
felf  with  his  own  hand,  in  the  lofs  of  five  hun- 
dred pounds  at  box  and  dice  ;  whereby  this  un- 

F  2  fortunate 
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fortunate  young  gentleman  incurred  the  heavy  dif- 
pleafure  of  his  aged  grandmother. 

A  third  of  no  lefs  illuftrious  extraction,  for  the 
fame  vice,  was  permitted  to  fall  into  the  arms  of  a 
Delilah,  who  may  one  day  cut  off  his  curious  hair, 
and  deliver  him  up  to  the  Philiftines. 

Colonel  F ,    an  ancient  gentleman  of  grave 

deportment,  gave  into  this  fin  fo  early  in  his  youth, 
that  whenever  his  tongue  endeavours  to  fpeak  com- 
mon fenfe,  he  helitates  fo,  as  not  to  be  under- 
ftood. 

Thomas  Pickle,  gentleman,  for  the  fame  crime 
baniihed  to  Minorca. 

Muley  Hamet,  fr  -m  a  healthy  and  hopeful  offi- 
cer in  the  army,  turned  a  miferable  invalid  at  Til- 
bury-fort. 

Euftace,  Efq;  for  the  murder  of  much  of 

"the  King's  Englim  in  Ireland,  is  quite  deprived  of 
his  reafon,  and  now  remains  a  lively  inftance  of 
emptinefs  and  vivacity. 

Poor  Daniel  Button  for  the  fame  offence  depriv- 
ed of  his  wits. 

One  Samuel  an  Irifhman,  for  his  forward  at- 
tempt to  pun,  was  ftunted  in  his  ftature,  and  hath 
been  vilited  all  his  life  after  with  bulls  arid  blun- 
ders. 

George  Simmons,  fhoernaker  at  Turn/tile  in  Hoi- 
born,  was  fo  given  to  this  cuftom,  and  did  it  with 
io  much  fuccefs,  that  his  neighbours  gave  out  he 
was  a  wit.  "Which  report  coir. ing  among  his  cre- 
ditors, no  body  would  truft  him  ;  fo  that  he  is 
now  a  bankrupt,  and  his  family  in  a  miferable  con- 
dition. 

Divers  eminent  clergymen  of  the  univerfity  of 
Cambridge,  for  having  propagated  this  vice,  be- 
came great  drunkards  and  Tories. 

From  which  calamities,  the  Lord  in  his  mercy  de- 
fend us  ally  &c.  £c. 

A 


L 


A  wonderful  PROPHECY  taken  from  the 
mouth  of  the  ipirit  of  a  perfon,  who  was 
barbarouily  ilain  by  the  Mohocks  : 

Proving  alfo,  that  the  faid  Mohocks  and  Hawcu- 
bites  are  the  Gog  and  Magog  mentioned  in  the 
Revelations  ;  and  therefore  that  this  vain  and 
traniitory  world  will  fhortly  be  brought  to  its- 
final  diiiblution. 

Breathed  forth  in  the  year  1712.- 

Woe!    Woe!    Woe  I 

to  London,  Woe  to  Weftminfter  !  '  Woe- 
to  Southwark  !   and  woe   to   the   inhabitants- 
thereof  ! 

I  am  lonh  to  fay,  Woe  to  the  old  and  new 
churches,  thole  that  arc  built,  and  thofe  that  are 
not  built  ! 

But  woe  to  the  gates,  the  ftreets,  and  the  hou- 
fes"!  Woe  to  the  men,  the  women,  and  the  chil- 
dren !  for  the  Mohocks  and  Hawcubites  are  alrea- 
dy come  :  the  time  clraweth  near,  and  the  end  ap- 
proacheth  ! 

Not  to  mention  the  near  refemblance  betwixt  the 
names  of  Mohock  and  Gog,  Hawcubite  and  Mag- 
gog,  (though  I  think  there  is  a  great  deal  even  in 
that),  I  (hall  go  on  to  proceed  in  my  more  folid 
arguments,  proving  to  you  not  only  the  things  that 
are,  but  alfo  the  things  that  are  not. 

The  things  tot  are,  are  the  Mohocks  and  Haw- 

F  3  cubites; 
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cubites  ;  the  things  that  are  not,  are  Gog  and  Ma- 
gog ;  and  yet  both  the  things  that  are,  and  the 
things  that  are  not,  are  one  and  the  fame  thing. 

How  this  matter  is,  or  when  it  is  to  be  fulfilled, 
neither  you  nor  I  know,  but  I  only. 

For  when  the  Mohocks  and  Hawcubites  came, 
Satan  came  alfo  among  them  ;  and  where  Satan  is, 
there  are  Gog  and  Magog  alfo. 

They  have  the  mark  of  the  beaft  in  their  fore- 
heads, and  the  beaft  himfelf  is  in  their  hearts,  their 
teeth  are  fharp  like  the  teeth  of  lions,  their  tails  are 
fiery  like  the  tails  of  fcorpions,  and  their  hair  is  as 
the  hair  of  women. 

Here  the  fpirit  paufed  a  "while and  thus  a- 

gain  proceeded. 

Now  liften  to  what  is  to  come. 

Thofe  that  are  in  (hall  abide  in,  and  thofe  that 

are  out  fhall  abide  out. Yet  thofe  that  are  in 

{hall  be  as  thofe  that  are  our,  and  thofe  that  are 
out  fhall  be  as  thofe  that  are  in. 

Be  not  dejected fear  not but  believe  and 

tremble. 

The  lions  of  this  world  are  dead,  and  the  princes 
of  this  world  are  dead  alfo,  and  the  next  world 
draweth  nigh. 

That  ancient  Whig,  the  Antichrift  of  St.  John, 
{hall  lead  the  van  like  a  young  dragon,  but  he  ihall 
be  cut  piece-meal,  and  difpoflefled. 

The  dragon  upon  Bow-church,  and  the  grafs- 
hopper  upon  the  Royal- Exchange,  iliall  meet  to- 
gether upon  Stocks-market,  and  {hake  hands  like 
brethren. 

Shake  therefore  your  heads,  O  ye  people  !  my 
ti  i;e  is  fhort,  and  yours  is  not  long;  lengthen 
therefore  your  repentance,  and  fliorten  your  ini- 
quities. 

Lo !  the  comet  appeareth  in  the  fouth !  yea,  it 

appeareth 
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appeareth  exceedingly.  Ah,  poor  deluded  Chri- 
ftians  !  Ah,  blind  brethren  !  think  not  that  this 
baleful  dog-ftar  only  fhaketh  his  tail  at  you  in  wag- 
gery ;  no,  it  fhaketh  it  as  a  rod.  It  is  not  a  fport- 
ing  tail,  but  a  fiery  tail,  even  as  the  tail  of  a  harlot; 
yea,  fuch  a  tail  as  may  reach,  and  be  told,  to  all 
pofterity. 

I  am  the  porter  that  was  barbaroufly  flam  in-. 
Fleet  ftreet :  by  the  Mohocks  and  Hawcubites  was 
I  ilain,  when  they  laid  violently  hands  upon  me. 

They  put  their  hook  into  my  mouth,  they  divid- 
ed my  noitrils  afunder,  they  fent  me.  as  they 
thought,  to  my  long  home  ;  but  now  I  am  return- 
ed again  to  foretell  their  deftruclion. 

The  time  is  at  hand,  when  the  freethinkers  of 
Great-Britain  ihall  be  converted  to  Judaifm  :  and 
the  Sultan  Ihall  receive  the  foreikins  of  Toland  and 
Collins  *  in  a  box  of  gold. 

Yet  two  days,  a  day,  and  half  a  day,  yea,  upon 
the  twelfth  hour  of  the  fourth  day,  thofe  emblems 
of  Gog  and  Magog,  at  the  Guild-hall  ihall  fall  to 
the  ground,  and  be  broken  afunder.  With  them 
ihall  periih  the  Mohocks  and  Hawcubites,  and  the 
whole  world  ihall  periih  with  them. 

Here  t'.e  fpirit  difappeared,  and  immediately  there- 
upon held  bis  pe<:,ce. 

Authors  of  feveral  books  in  favour  of  inf.ddity. 


The 
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The    COUNTRY-POST. 
From  Tuefdav,  Ausuft   the  i2th,  to  Thurf. 

*  c* 

day,   Augult  the  i4th. 


From  the  hen-roof?  ,  Auguft  the 


days  ago  we  were  put  in  a  dreadful  con- 
fternation  by  the  advance  of  a  kite,  which, 
threatened  every  minute  to  fall  upon  us  :  he  made 
feveral  motions  as  if  he  designed  to  attack  our  left 
wing,  which  covered  our  infantry.  We  were  a- 
larmed  at  his  approach,  and  upon  a  general  mufter 
of  all  our  forces,  the  kitchen-maid  came  to  our  re- 
lief; but  we  were  foon  convinced,  that  ihe  had  be- 
trayed us,  and  was  in  the  intereft-of  the  kite  afore-, 
fa.  id  ;  for  ihe  twilled  off  two  of  our  companions 
necks,  and  ftript  them  naked  :  live  of  us  were  alfo 
clapped  in  a  clofe  prifon,  in  order  to  be  fold  for 
ilaves  the  next  maket-day. 

P.  S.  The  black  hen  was  laft  night  fafely  deli- 
vered of  feven  young  ducks. 

From  ihe  garden,  dugvji  the  ^d. 

The  boars  have  done  much  mifchief  of  late  in 
thefe  puts,  to  fuch  a  degree,  that  not  a  turnip  or 
can  o  c  -ii  be  fafe  in  their  beds.  Yefterday  feveral 
of  themwere  taken,  and  fentenced  to  have  a  wooden 
engine  put  about  thei;  necks  to  hav.j  their  nofes 
bored,  and  rings  thru  11  through  them,  as  a 
mark  of  infamy  for  fuch  practices. 

From 
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From  the  great  pond>  Auguft  the 


Yefterday  a  large  fail  of  ducks  palled  by  here, 
after  a  finall  refiftance  from  two  little  boys,  who 
flung  ftones  at  them  ;  they  landed  near  the  barn- 
door, where  they  foraged  with  very  good  fuccefs  : 
while  they  were  upon  this  cnterprize,  an  old  turkey- 
cock  attacked  a  maid  in  a  red  petticoat,  and  {he  retired 
with  great  precipitation.  This  afternoon  being  fome- 
what  rainy,  they  fet  fail  again,  and  took  feveral 
frogs.  Juft  now  arrived  the  parion's  wife,  and 
twenty  ducks  were  brought  before  her  in  order  to 
be  tried,  but  for  what  crime  we  know  not,  how- 
ever two  of  them  were  condemned  ;  it  was  alfo  ob- 
ferved,  that  ihe  carried  off  a  goiling  and  three 
fucking  pigs. 

From    the    little  fort  at  the    ore  of  the  garden^ 

Auguji  the 


Laft  night  two  young  men  of  this  place  made  a 
detachment  of  their  breeches,  in  order,  as  it  is 
thought,  to  poilefs  themfelves  of  the  two  overtures 
of  the  faid  fort  ;  but  at  their  approach  they  heard 
great  firing  from  the  port-holes  ;  they  found  them 
already  bombarded  by  the  rear-guard  of  Sarah  and 
Suky,  who  fearing  thefe  young  men  were  come  to 
beat  up  their  quarters_,  deferted  their  neceffary  pofts, 
which  were  immediately  taken  pofTerlion  of,  not- 
withftanding  they  were  much  annoyed  by  reafon 
of  feveral  ftink-pots,  that  had  been  flung  there  the 
fame  morning. 

From  the  barley-moiv  near  the  barn,  Augiift  the  3^. 

It  was  yefterday  rumoured,  that  there  wras  heard 
a  mighty  fqueaking  near  this  place,  as  of  an  army 
of  mice,  who  were  thought  to  lie  in  ambufcade  in- 

the 
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tlie  faid  mow  :  upon  this  the  farmer  afTembled  to- 
gether a  council  of  neighbours,  wherein  it  was  re- 
iblved,  that  the  mow  fhould  be  removed  to  prevent 
the  farther  deitruc~tion  of  the  forage.  This  day  the 
afF.iir  was  put  in  execution ;  four  hundred  and 
feventy  nine' mice  and  three  large  rats  were  killed, 
and  :i  vaii  number  wounded,  by  pitch-forks  and  o- 
thcr  inilruments  of  hufbandry.  A  moufe,  that  was 
clofe  purfued,  took  Shelter  under  Dolly's  petti- 
coats, but  by  the  vigilance  of  George  Simmons  he 
was  taken,  as  he  was  endeavouring  to  force  his 
way  through  a  deep  rnorafs  and  crufhed  to  death 
on  the  fpot.  '1  here  was  nothing  material  hap- 
pened the  next  djy,  only  Cicily  Hart  was  obferved 
to  make  water  under  the  faid  mow,  as  flie  was  go- 
ing a- milking, 

From  the  great  yarJ}  Augujl  the  2d. 

It  is  very  credibly  reported,  that  there  is  a  treaty 
of  marriage  on  foot  b-tween  the  old  red  cock,  and 
the  pyed  hen,  they  having  of  late  appeared  very 
much  in  public  together  :  he  yeilerday  made  her  a 
prefent  of  throe  barley-corns,  fo  that  we  look  on 
this  affair  as  concluded".  This  is  the  fame  cock 
that  fought  a  duel  for  her  about  a  month  ago. 

Frcm  tb:  'Squire's  houfe. 

Sunday  laft  there  was  a  noble  entertainment  in 
our  rreat  hall,  where  were  prefent  the  parfon  and 
the  farmer:  the  paifon  eat  like  a  farmer,  and  the 
farmer  like  a  parfon  ;  we  refer  you  to  the  curious 
in  calculations  to  decide  which  eat  moil:. 

It  is  reported,  that  the  minifter  chriflened  a  male 
child  hift  week,  but  it  wants  confirmation. 

From 
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From  the  j  a  ft  ices  meeting,  Avgvft  the  ^th. 

This  day  a  jack-daw,  well  known  in  the  parifh, 
was  ordered  clofe  ^rifoner  to  a  cage,  for  crying 
cuckold  to  a  juilice  of  the  quorum ;  and  the  ibme 
evening  certain  apples,  for  hilling  in  a  difrefpeclful 
manner  as  they  were  roafting,  were  commited  to 
Lambs-wool.  The  fame  day  the  faid  juftices 
caufed  a  pig  to  be  whipt  to  death,  and  eat  the 
.fame,  being  convicted  of  fqueaking  on  the  roth  of 
June. 

Fiom  the  churchy  duguft  the  St/j. 

Divine  fervice  is  continued  in  our  parifh  as  ufual, 
though  we  have  feldom  the  company  of  any  of  the 
neighbouring  gentry  ;  by  whole  manner  of  living  it 
rnay  be  conjectured,  that  the  advices  from  this 
place  are  not  credited  by  them,  or  elfe  regarded  as 
matters  of  little  conlequeiice. 

From  the  church-yard,  Augiift  the  Stb. 

The  minifter,  having  obferved  his  only  daughter 
to  feem  too  much  affected  with  the  intercourfe  of 
his  bull  and  the  cows  of  the  parilh,  has  ordered  the 
ceremony  for  the  future,  to  be  performed  not  in 
his  own  court,  but  in  the  church-yard ;  where,  at 
the  h"rft  folemnity  of  that  kind,  the  grave-ftones  of 
John  Fry,  Peter  How,  and  Mary  d'Urfey  were 
fpurned  down.  This  has  already  occalioned  great 
debates  in  the  veftry,  the  latter  being  the  deceafed 
wife  of  the  finging-clerk  of  this  place. 

Cafualtles  this  iveek. 

Several   cafualties  have  happened  this  week,   and 
the  bill  of  mortality  is  very  much  increafed.  There 

have 
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have  died  of  the  falling-ficknefs  two  (tumbling 
horfes,  as  alfo  one  of  their  Aiders,  Smothered 
(in  onions)  feven  rabbits.  Stifled  (in.  a  foldier's 
breeches)  two  geefe.  Of  a  fore  throat,  feveral 
ilieep  and  calves  at  the  butchers.  Starved  to  death, 
one  baftard  child  nurfed  at  the  pariih-charge.  Still- 
born, in  eggs  of  turkeys,  geefe,  ducks,  and  hens, 
thirty-fix.  Drowned,  nine  puppies.  Of  wind  in  the 
bowels,  five  bottles  of  fmall-beer.  I  have  not  yet 
feen  the  exact  lift  of  the  pariih-clerk,  fo  that  for 
a  more  particular  account,  we  refer  you  to  our 
next. 

We  have  nothing  material  as  to  the  flocks,  only 
that  Dick  Adams  was  fet  in  them  laft  Sunday  for 
fwearing. 


A  true 
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A  true    and  faithful  NARRATIVE  of    what 
palled    in    LONDON,  during  the    general 
confternation  of  all  ranks  and  degrees  of 
mankind,  on  Tueilhy,  Weunefday,  Thuif- 
day,  and  Friday  lait. 


Tuefday  the  i3th  of  O&obcr,  INIr.  Wliiftoii 
held  his  lecture  Dear  the  Royal  Exchange,  to 
an  audience  of  fourteen  worthy  citizens,  his  iiib- 
fcribers  and  conftant  hearers.  Beiides  thele  there 
were  five  chance  auditors  for  that  night  only,  who 
had  paid  their  iliillings  a-piece.  I  think  myfelf  ob- 
liged to  be  very  particular  in  this  relation,  left  my 
veracity  ihould  be  fuipected  ;  which  makes  me  ap'- 
peal  to  the  men  who  were  prefent  ;  of  which  I  my- 
ielf  was  one.  Their  names  are, 

Henry  Watfon,  hafardafber* 
GJeorge  Hancock,  drugg.ft. 
John  Lewis,   dry -(alter . 
William  Jones,  corn-chandler. 
Henry  Theobald,  watch-maker. 
James  Peters,    draper. 
Thomas  Floyer,  fihtr  faith* 
John  Wells,   brewer. 
Samuel  Greg,  foap-bciler. 
William  Q.QQ\ty,jifJj-mcnger. 
James  Harper,  hvjier. 
Robert  Tucker,  jiationcr. 
George  Ford,   ironmonger. 

•*^v  *~^ 

Daniel  Lynch,  apothecary . 

VOL.  VII.  G  WiiiUm 
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William  Bennet, 

David  Somers, 

Charles  Lock.          £  apprentices. 

Leo.n  ard  Daval, 

Henry  Crofr, 

Mr.  Whifton  began  by  aquainting  us,  that  (con- 
trary to  his  advertifement)  he  thought  himfelf  in 
duty  and  conicience  obliged  to  change  the  fubject- 

J  O  O  J 

matter    of    his     intended    difcourfe. Here    he 

paufcd,  and  feemed  for  a  ihort  fpace,  as  it  were, 
loft  in  devotion  and  mental  prayer  ;  after  which, 
with  great  earneftneis  and  vehemence  he  fpake  as 
follows  : 

"  Friends  and  fellow-citizens,  all  fpeculative  fci- 
"  ence  is  at  an  end  :  the  period  of  all  things  is  at 
i{  hand ;  on  Friday  next  this  world  ihall  be  no  more. 
v'*  Put  not  your  confidence  in  me,  brethren;  for 
"  to-morrow-morning,  five  minues  after  five,  the 
<:  trirh  with  be  evident;  in  that  inftint  the  cc- 
*'  met  ihall  appear,  of  which  I  have  heretofore 
"  warned  you.  As  ye  have  heard,  believe.  Go 
Ci:  Itence,  and  prepare  your  wives,  your  families., 
*'  and  friends,  for  the  imlverfal  change. ; 

At  this  fblemn  and  dreadful  prediction,  the  whole 
fbciety  appeared  in  the  utmoft  aftoniihment  ;  but 
it  would  be  unjuft  not  to  remember,  that  Mr. 
Whifton  himfelf  was  in  fo  calm  a  temper  as  to  re- 
turn a  fhiiling  a-piece  to  the  youths,  who  had  been 
difappointed  of  their  lecture,  which  I  thought, 
from  a  man  of  his  integrity,  a  convincing  proof  of 
his  own  faith  in  the  prediction. 

As  we  thought  it  a  duty,  in  charity  to  warn  all 
men  ;  in  two  or  three  hours  the  news  had  ipread  thro' 
the- city.  At  firft  indeed  our  report  met  with  but 
little  credit,  it  being  by  our  greater!:  dealers  in  flocks 
thought  only  a  court-artifice  to  fink  them,  thatforne 
choice  favourites  might  purchafe  at  a  lower  rate  ; 

for 
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for  the  South-fea  that  very  evening  fell  five  per 
cent,  the  India  eleven  ;  and  ail  the  other  funds  \\\ 
proportion.  But  at  the  court-end  of  the  town  our 
attenuations  were  entirely  difbelieved,  or  turned  in- 
to ridicule  ;  yet  neverthelefs  the  news  fpread  every 
where,  and  was  the  fubject-matter  of  ail  converfa- 
tion. 

That  very  night  (as  I  was  credibly  informed)  Mr.. 
"VVhifton  was  lent  for  to  a  great  lady,  who  was  ve- 
ry curious  in  the  learned- fciences,  and  addicted  to- 
all  the  fpeculative  doubts  of  the  moft  able  philofo- 
phers;  but  he  was  not  now  to  be  found  :  and  fince 
at  other  times  he  has  been  known  not  to  decline  that 
honour,  I  make  no  doubt  he  concealed  himielf  to 
attend  the  great  bulinefs  of  his  foul  :  but  whether 
it  was  the  Lady's  faith,  or  inquilitivenefs,  that  oc- 
calioned  her  to  lend,  is  a  point  I  fhali  not  prefume 
to  determine.  A?  for  his  beino-  lent  for  to  the  fe- 
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cretary's  office  by  a  meflenger,  it  is  now  known  to 
be  a  matter  notoriously  falfe,  and  indeed  at  riril  it 
had  little  credit  with  me,  that  fo  zealous  and  honeft 
a- man  ihould  be  ordered  into  cnllody  as  a  feditious 
preacher,  who  is  known  to  be  fo  well  affected  to  the 
prefent  happy  eflabliihmcnt. 

It  was  now  I  reflected  with  exceeding  trouble  and 
forrow,  that  I  had  clifufed  family-prayers  for  above1 
five  years,  and  (though  it  had  been  a  cuilom  of  Lite 
entirely  neglected  by  men  of  any  bufinefs  or  ftation) 
I  determined  within  myfelf  no  longer  to  omit  fo 
reafonable  and  religious  a  duty.  I  acquainted  my 
wife  with  my  intentions  :  but  two  or  three  neigh- 
bours having  being  engaged  to  flip  with  us  that 
night,  and  many  hours  being  unwarily  fpent  at 
cards,  I  was  prevailed  upon  by  her  to  put  it  off  till 
the  next  day  :  ihe  reafoning  that  it  would  be  time 
enough  to  take  oif  the  leivants  from  their  buiineis 
(which  this  practice  muft  infallibly  occafion  for  an 
hour  or  two  everyday),  after  the  comet  had  made 
its  appearance. 

G  2  •  Zachary- 
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Zachary  Bowen,  a  quaker,  and  my  next  neigh- 
bour, had  no  fooner  heard  of  the  prophecy,  but  he 
made  me  a  vifit.  I  informed  him  of  every  thing  I 
had  heard,  but  found  him  quite  obftinate  in  his  un- 
belief; for,  faid  he,  be  comforted,  friend,  thy 
tidings  are  impofiibilities ;  for  were  thefe  things  to 
happen,  they  muft  have  been  foreleen  by  ibme  of 
our  brethren.  This  indeed  (as  in  all  other  fpiritual 
cafes  with  thisfet  of  people)  was  his  only  reafon  a» 
gainft  believing  me  ;  and,  as  he  was  fully  perfuad- 
ed,  that  the  prediction  was  erroneous,  he,  in  a 
very  friendly  manner,  admonimed  me  againft  fel- 
lin-  my  ftock  at  the  prefect  low  price  ;  which,  he 
faid,  beyond  difpute  muft  have  a  rife  before  Mon- 
day, when  this  unreafonable  confternation  ihould 
be  over. 

But  on  "Wednefday  morning  (I  believe  to  the  ex- 
act calculation  of  Mr.  Whifton)  the  comet  appear- 
ed: far  at  three  minutes  after  five,  by  my  ov/n 
watch,  I  faw  it.  He  indeed  foretold,  that  it  would 
be  feen  at  five  minutes  after  five,  but  as  the  bcft 
watches  may  be  a  minute  or  two  too  flow,  I  am 
apt  to  think  his  calculation  juft  to  a  minute. 

In  lefs  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  all  Cheapfidc 
was  crouded  with  a  vaft  concourfe  of  people,  and 
notwithftanding  it  was  fo  early,  it  is  thought,  that 
through  all  that  part  of  the  town,  there  was  not  a 
man,  woman,  or  child,  except  the  fick  or  infirm, 
left  in  their  beds.  From  my  own  balcony,  I  am  con- 
fident, I  faw  feveral  thoulands  in  the  ftreet,  and 
counted  at  leaft  feventeen,  who  were  upon  their 
knees,  and  feemed  in  actual  devotion.  Eleven  of 
them  indeed  appeared  to  be  old  women  about  four- 
fcore  ;  the  fix  others  were  men  in  an  advanced  life, 
but  (as  I  could  guefs)  two  of  them  might  be  under 
feventy. 

It  is  highly  probable,  that  an  event  of  this  nature 
may  be  palled  over  by  the  greater  hiftorians  of  our 
times,  as  conducing  very  little  or  nothing  to  the 

unravelling 
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unravelling  and  laying  open  the  deep  fchemes  of  po- 
liticians and  myftcries  of  ftate  ;  for  which  reafon,  I 
thought  it  might  not  be  unacceptable  to  record  the 
facts,  which  in  the  fpace  of  three  days  came  to  my 
knowledge,  either  as  an  eye-witnefs,  or  from  un- 
queftionable  authorities  ;  nor  can  I  think  this  nar- 
rative will  be  cnirely  without  its  ufe,  as  it  may  en- 
able us  to  form  a  more  juft  idea  of  our  country- 
men in  general,  particularly  in  regard  to  their 
faich,  religion,  morals,  and  politics. 

Before  Wednefday  noon  the  belief  was  univcrfal, 
that  the  day  of  judgement  was  at  hand,  infomuch 
that  a  waterman  of  my  acquaintance  told  me,  he 
counted  no  lefs  than  one  hundred  and  twenty-three 
clergymen,  who  had  been  ferried  over  to  Lambeth 

oy  y 

before  twelve  o'clock  ;  theie,  it  is  faici,  went  thi- 
ther to  petition,  that  a  (hort  prayer  might  be  pen- 
ned, and  ordered,  there  being  none  in  the  fervice 
upon  that  occaiion.  But  as  in  things  of  this  nature 
it  is  neceliary-  that  the  council  be  confulted, 
their  requeft  was  not  immediately  complied  with  ; 
and  this  I  affirm  to  be  the  true  and  only  reafon, 
that  the  .churches  were  not  that  morning  ib  well  at- 
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tended;   and  is  in. noways  to  be  imputed  to  the  fears  - 
and  corrftcrnation   of  the  clergy,    with  which    the 
freethinkers   have  iince    very  unjuftly  reproached 
them. 

My  wife  and  I  went  to  church  (where  we  had. 
not  been  for  many  years  on  a  wc-k  day)  a;:d,  with 
a  very  large  congregation,  were  difappointed  of  the 
fervice.  But  (what  will  be  fcarce  credible)  by  the 
carelerTnefs  of  a  prentice,  in  our  abfence,  we  had  a 
piece  of  fine  cambric  carried  off  by  a  {hop-lifter  : 
fo  little  impreflion  vas  yet  made  on  the  minds  o£ 
thefe  wicked  women  ! 

I  cannot  oiuit  the  care  of  a  particular  director  of 
the  bank  ;  I  hope  the  worthy  and  wealthy  knight 
will  forgive  me,  that  I  endeavour  to  do  him  jultice  ; 
for  it  was  Vinquefticnably  owing  to  Sir  Gilbert 

G  3  Heathcote's  . 
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Heathcote's  fagacity*,  that  all  the  fire-offices  were 
required  to  have  a  particular  eye  upon  the  bank  of 
.England.  Let  it  be  recorded  to  his  praife,  that,  in 
the  general  hurry,  this  ftruck  him  as  his  neareft 
and  tendereft  concern  ;  but  the  next  day  in  the  e- 
vening,  after  having  taken  due  care  of  his  books, 
bills,  and  bonds,  I  was  informed,  his  mind  was 
wholly  turned  upon  fpiritual  matters  ;  yet  ever  and 
anon>  he  could  not  help  expreiling  his  refentment 
againft  the  Tories  and  Jacobites,  to  whom  he  im- 
puted that  fudden  run  upon  the  bank,  which  hap- 
pened on  that  occafion. 

A  grxa:  man  (whom  at  this  time  it  may  not  be 
prudent  to  name)  employed  all  the  Wednefday 
morning  to  make  up  fuch  an  account,  as  might  ap- 
pear fair,  in  cafe  he  fhould  be  called  upon  to 
produce  it  on  the  Friday  ;  but  was  forced  to  deiift, 
after  having  for  fever"al  hours  together  attempted  it, 
not  being  able  to  bring  liimfelf  to  a  refolution  to 
trull  the  many  hundred  articles  of  his  fecret  tranf- 
aclions  upon  paper. 

Another  feemed  to  be  very  melancholly,  which 
his  flatterers  imputed  to  his  dread  of  loiing  his  power 
in  a  day  or  two  ;  but  I  rather  take  it,  that  his  chief 
concern  was  the  terror  of  being  tried  in  a  court 
that  could  not  be  influenced,  and  where  a  majority 
of  vo;ces  could  avail  hi'.n  nothing.  It  was  obies  ved 
too,  that  he  had  few  viiiters  that  day  ;  this  added 
ib  much  to  his  mortification,  that  he  read  through 
the  fir  ft  chapter  of  the  book  of  Job,  and  wept  o- 
ver  it  bitterly  :  in  iliort  he  feemed  a  true  penitent 
in  every  thing,  but  in  charity  to  his  neighbour.  No 
bufintfs  was  that  day  done  in  his  compting-houfe ; 
it  is  faid  too,  that  he  was  advifed  to  restitution,  but 
I  never  heard  that  he  complied  with  it,  any  farther 

*  Sir  Gilbert  Heathccte  had  before  fignalized  his  care  for  the  Bank, 
when  in  ec^ual  danger,  tn  pesitio  :ing  .ig-iinrt  the  Lord  Trea.iver  Go- 
«k.iphinfs  being  ixmovtd,  as  a  meahire  ihar  \\ ould  deiuoy  the  public 
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than  in  giving  half  a  crown  a-piece  to  fever al  cra- 
zed, and  liarving  creditors,  who  attended  in  the 
outward  room. 

Three  of  the  maids  of  honour  fent  to  counter- 
mand their  birth-day  cloaths  :  two  of  them  burnt 
all  their  collections  of  novels  and  romances,  and 
lent  to  a  bookfeller's  in  Pallmall  to  buy  each  of 
them  a  bible,  and  Taylor's  holy  living  and  dying. 
But  I  muft  do  all  of  them  the  juftice  to  acknow- 
ledge, that  they  (hewed  a  very  decent  behaviour  in 
the  drawing-room,  and  retrained  themfelves  from 

Cp 

thefe  innocent  freedoms  and  little  levities  fo  com- 
monly incident  to  young  ladies  of  their  profeiTion. 
So  many  birth-clay  fuits  were  countermanded  next 
dav,  that  moil  of  the  taviors  and  mantira-makcrs 
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difcfaforged  all  their  journeymen  and  women.  A 
grave  elderly  lady,  of  great  erudition  and  modefty, 
who  viius  thefe  young  ladies,  feemed  to  be  ex- 
tremely fhocked  by  the  apprehenilons,  that  ihe  was 
to  appear  naked  before  the  whole  world  ;  and  no 
lels  fo,  that  all  mankind  was  to  appear  naked  before 
her  ;  which  might  fo  much  divert  her  thoughts,  as 
to  incapacitate  her  to  give  ready  and  apt  anfwers  :o 
the  interrogatories  that  might  be  made  her.  The 
maids  of  honour,  who  had  both  modefty  and  cu- 
riolity,  could  not  imagine  the  light  fo  difagreeable 
as  was  reprefented  ;  nay,  one  of  them  went  fo  far 
as  to  fry,  ihe  perfectly  longed  to  fee  it ;  for  it  could 
not  be  fo  indecent,  when  every  body  was  to  be  a- 
like  ;  and  they  had  a  day  or  two  to  prepare  them- 
illves  to  be  feen  in  that  condition.  Upon  this  re- 
flection, each  of  them  ordered  a  bathing-tub  to  be 
got  ready  that  evening,  and  a  looking-glafs  to  be  let 
by  it.  So  much  are  thefe  young  ladies  both  by  na- 
ture and  cuilom  addicted  to  cleanly  appearance. 

A  weft-country  gentleman  told  me,  he  got  a 
church-leafe  filled  up  that  morning,  for  the  fame  fum 
which  had  been  refilled  for  three  years  fucceffively. 
1  muft  impute  this  merely  to  accident  j  for  I  cannot 
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Jmaginej  that  any  divine  could  take  the  advantage 
of  his  tenant  in  io  unhandfome  a  manner;  or  that 
the  fliortnefs  of  the  life  was  in  the  leaft  his  confide*- 
i^uion  :  though  I  have  heard  the  fame  worthy  pre- 
late afperled  and  maligned  fmce  upon  this  very  ac- 
count. 

The  term  being  fo  near,  the  alarm  among  the 
lav.'yers  was  inexpreffible,  though  forne  of  them,  I 
was  told,  were  fo  vain  as  to  promife  themfclves  fome 
advantage  in  making  their  defence,  by  being  ver- 
fed  in  the  practice  of  our  earthly  courts,  It  is  faid 
too,  that  fome  of  the  chief  pleaders  were  heard  to 
exprefs  great  fatisfaclion,  that  there  had  been  but  few 
ftate-trials  of  late  years.  Several  attornies  demand- 
ed the  return  of  fees,  that  had  b.en  eiven  the  law- 
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yers  :  but  it  was  arifwered,  the  fee  was  undoubted- 
ly charged  to  their  client,  and  that  they  could  not 
connive  at  fuch  injuftice, .  as  to  fuffer  it  to  be  funk 
in  the  attorneys  pockcis  Oar  fage  and  learned 
judges  had  great  confolation,  infomuch  as  they  had 
not  pleaded  at  the  b.-ir  for  feveiv.l  years  ;  the  barri- 
fters  rejoiced  in  that  they  were  not  attornies,  and 
the  attornies  felt  no  lefs  fatisfaclion  that  they  were 
not  pettifoggers,  fcriveners-,  and  other  meaner  offi- 
cers of  Li\v. 

As  to  the  army,  far  be  it  from  me  to  conceal  the 
truth.  Every  foldijr's  behaviour  was  asundifmayed, 
and  undaunted,  as  if  nothing  vras  to  happen  :  I 
impute  not  this  to  their  wanr  of  faith,  but  to  their 
martial  difpofition  ;  though  I  cannot  help  thinking 
they  commonly  accompuiy  their  commands  with' 
more  oaths  than  are  requisite,  of  which  there  was 
no  remarkable  diminution  this  morning  in  the  pa- 
rade in  St.  James's  Park.  But  poilibly  it  was  by 
choice,  and  on  consideration,  that  they  continued 
this  way  of  expreffion,  not  to  intimidate  the  com- 
mon foldiers,  or  give  occasion  to  fufpecl,  that  even 
the  fear  of  damnation  could  make  any  impreffion 
i-pon  their  fuperior  officers.  A  duel  was  fought 

the 
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the  fame  morning  between  two  colonels,  not  occa- 
iioncd  (as  was  reported)  becaufe  the  one  was  put 
over  the  other's  head  ;  that  being  a  point,  which 
might  at  fuch  a  juncture  have  been  accomodated  by 
the  mediatio.j  of  friends;  but  as  this  was  upon  the 
account-  of  a  Lady,  it  \vasjudged  it  could  not  be  put 
off  ai  this  time,  above  all  others,  bat  demanded 
im. i.ediate  fatisfac'tion  :  I  am  apt  to  believe,  that  a 
young  officer,  who  defired  his  furgeon  to  defer 
putting  him  into  a  faiivation  till  Saturday,  might 
iruke  this  requeft  out  of  fome  opinion  he  had  of 
the  truth  of  the  prophecy ;  for  the  apprehenfions 
of  any  danger  in  the  operation  could  not  be  his  me- 
tive,  the  furgeon  himfelf  having  iifllired  me,  that 
he  had  berore  undergone  three  feveral  operations 
of  the  like  nature  with  great  refignation  and  forti- 
tude. 

There  was  an  order  hllied,  that  the  chaplains  of 
the  feveral  regiments  fhould  attend  their  duty  ;  but 
as  they  were  difperfed  about  in  feveral  parts  of 
England,  it  was  believed  that  moft  of  them  could 
not  be  found,  or  fo  much  as  heard  of  till  the  great 
day  was  over. 

Moft  of  the  confiderable  phyficians,  by  their  out- 
ward demeanor,  feemed  to  be  unbelievers  ;  but  at 
the  fame  time,  they  every  where  iniinuated,  that 
there  might  be  a  pestilential  malignancy  in  the  air, 
occasioned  by  the  comet,  which  might  be  armed 
againft  by  proper  and  timely  medicines.  This  cau- 
tion had  but  little  effect ;  for  as  the  time  approach- 
ed, the  Chriftian  relignation  of  the  people  in- 
creafed,  and  moft  of  them  (which  was  never  be- 
fore known)  had  their  fouls  more  at  heart  than 
their  bodies* 

if  the  reverend  clergy  fhowed  more  concern 
than  others,  I  charitably  in  put-e  it  to  their  great 
charge  of  fouls  ;  and  what  confirmed  me  in  this 
opinion  was,  that  the  degrees  of  apprehenfion 
and  terror  could  be  diftinguifhed  to  be  greater  or 
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lefs,  according  to  their  ranks  and  degrees  in  the 
church. 

The  like  might  be  obferved  in  all  forts  of  mini- 
flers,  though  not  of  the  church  of  England  ;  the 
higher  their  rank,  the  more  was  their  fear. 

i  fpeak  not  of  the  court,  for  fear  of  offence  ; 
and  1  forbear  inferting  the  names  of  particular  per- 
fbns,  to  avoid  the  imputation  of  ilander,  fo  that 
the  reader  will  allow  the  narrative  muft  be  defi- 
cient, and  is  therefore  deiired  to  accept  hereofy 
rather  as  a  Iketch  than  a  regular  circumftantial  hif- 
tory. 

I  was  not  informed  of  any  perfons  who  {hewed 
the  leoll  jo/,  except  three  malefa&ors,  who  were 
to  be  executed  on  ihe  Monday  following,  and  one 
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old  man,  a  conftaiit  church-goer,  who,  being  at 
the  point  of  death,  expreil  fome  fatisfaction  at  the 
news. 

OaThurfday  morning  there  was  little  or  nothing 
tranfa<fted  in  Charge-alley  ;  there  were  a  multitude 
o:  f'Tleis,  but  fo  few  buyers,  that  one  cannot  affirm 
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the  ftocks  bore  any  certain  price,  except  among  the 
Jews,  who  this  day  reaped  great  profit  by  their  in- 
fidelity. There  were  many  who  called  themfelves 
Chriftians,  who  offered  to  buy  for  time,  but  as 
thefe  were  people  of  great  diilincYion,  I  chufe  not 
to  mention  them,  becaufe  in  effect  it  would  feem  to 
accufe  them  both  of  avarice  and  infidelity. 

The  run  upon  the  bank  is  too  well  known  to 
need  a  .particular  relation  ;  for  it  never  can  be  for- 
gotten, that  no  one  perfon  whatever  (except  the 
directors  themfelves,  and  fome  of  their  particular 
friends  and  affociates)  could  convert  a  bill  all  that 
d.iy  into  fpecie  ;  all  hands  being  employed  to  ferve 
them. 

In  the  feveral  churches  of  the  city  and  fuburbs 
there  were  feven  thoufand  two  hundred  and  forty- 
five,  who  publicly  and  folemnly  declared  before  the 
congregation,  that  they  took  to  wife  their  feveral 
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kept  miftrefTes,  which  was  allowed  as  valid  marri- 
age, the  prieft  not  having  time  to  pronounce  the 
.ceremony  in  form. 

At  St.  Bride's  church  in  Fleet-ftreet,  Mr.  \Vool- 
fton  (who  writ  againft  the  miracles  of  our  Saviour), 
in  the  utmoft  terrors  of  confcience,  made  a  public 
recantation.  Dr.  Mandevil  *  (who  had  been  ground - 
lefsly  reported  formerly  to  have  done  the  fame)  did 
it  now  in  good  earneft,  at  ot.  James's  gate ;  as  did 
aifo  at  the  Temple-church  feveral  gentlemen,  who 
frequent  coffeehoufes  near  the  bar.  So  great  was 
the  faith  and  fear  of  two  of  them,  that  they  dropt 
dead  on  the  fpot ;  but  I  will  not  record  their  names, 
left  I  ihould  be  thought  invidiouily  to  lay  an  odium 
on  their  families  and  pofterity. 

Mo  ft  of  the  players,  who  had  very  little  faith 
before,  were  now  clefirous  of  having  as  much  as 
they  could,  and  therefore  embraced  the  Pxoman 
Catholic  religion  ;  the  fame  thing  was  obferved  of 
ibme  bawds  and  ladies  of  pleaiure. 

An  Iriih  gentleman,  out  of  pure  friendship, 
came  to  make  me  a  viiit,  and  advifed  me  to  hire  a 
boat  for  the  cnfuing  day,  and  told  me,  that  unleis 
I  gave  earntift  for  one  immediately,  he  feared  it 
might  be  too  late  ;  for  his  countrymen  had  fecur- 
ed  aim  oft  every  boat  upon  the  river,  as  judging 
that,  in  the  general  coniiagration,  to  be  upon  the 
water  would  be  the  fafeft  place. 

-There  were  two  lords,  and  three  commoners, 
who,  out  of  a  fcruple  of  confcience,  very  haftily 
threw  up  their  penfions,  as  imagining  a  per.lion  w;,s 

only  an  annual  retaining  bribe.     All  the  other  creat 

*  -.  ^  . 

penlioners,  I   was  told,  had  their  fcruples    quieted 

by  a  clergyman  or  two  of  diftinction,  whom  they 
happily  confulted. 


f  A.Mhor'of'JFbsfaWeofttetees,  a  book  io'en^eH  to  fubver  rot 
on'y  religion  but  virtue,  by  ihewin*  that  private  vices  are  public  be- 
aefcts. 

It 
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It  was  remarkable,  that  feveral  of  our  very  rich- 
eft  tradefmen  of  the  city,  in  common  charity,  gave 
away  fliillings  and  fixpences  to  the  beggars,  who 
plyed  about  the  church-doors  ;  and,  at  a  particular 
church  in  the  city,  a  wealthy  church  warden,. with 
his  own  hands  distributed  fifty  twelve-penny  loaves 
to  the  poor,  by  way  of  reftitution  for  the  many 
great  and  coltly  feafts  which  he  had  eaten  of  at 
their  expence. 

Three  great  ladies,  a  valet  de  chambre,  two 
lords,  a  cuftom-houfe  officer,  five  half-pay  cap- 
tains, and  a  baronet,  (all  noted  gamefters),  came 
publickly  into  a  church  at  Weihriinfter,  and  depo- 
ilted  a  very  considerable  fum  of  money  in  the  mi- 
nifter's  hands  ;  the  parties  whom  they  had  defraud- 
ed being  either  out  of  town,  or  not  to  be  found. 
But  fo  great  is  the  har-dnefs  of  heart  of  this  frater- 
nity, that,  among  either  the  noble  or  vulgar  game- 
fters, (though  the  profeflion  is  fo  general),  I  did 
not  hear  of  any  other  reftitution  of  this  fort.  At 
the  fame  time,  I  muft  obferve,  that  (in  comparifon 
of  thefe)  through  all  parts  of  the  town,  the  juftice 
and  penitence  of  the  highwaymen,  houfe-break- 
ers,  and  common  pick-pockets,  was  very  remark- 
able. 

The  directors  of  our  public  companies  were  in 
fuch  dreadful  apprehenfions,  that  one  would  have 
thought  a  parliamentary  inquiry  was  at  hand  ;  yet 
fo  great  was  their  prefence  of  mind,  that  all  the 
Thurfday  morning  was  taken  up  in  private  tranf- 
fers,  which,  by  malicious  people,  was  thought  to 
be  done  with  defign  to  conceal  tl^eir  effects. 

I  forbear  mentioning  the  private  confefllons  of 
particular  ladies  to  their  bufbands  ;  for  as  their 
children  were  born  in  wedlock,  and  of  confequence 
are  legitimate,  it  would  be  an  invidious  talk  to  re- 
cord them  as  baftards  ;  and  particularly  after  their 
feveral  Imfbancls  have  fo  charitably  forgiven  their. 

The 
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The  evening  and  night  through  the  whole  town 
were  fpent  in  devotions  both  public  and  private  ; 
the  churches,  for  this  one  day,  were  ib  crouded  by 
the  nobility  and  gentry,  that  thoufands  of. the  com- 
mon people  were  feen  praying  in  the  public  ftreets. 
In  fliort,  one  would  have  thought  the  whole  town 
had  been  really  and  feriouily  religious.  But  what 
was  very  remarkable,  all  the  different  perfuaflons 
kept  by  themfelves,  for  as  each  thought  the  other 
would  be  damned,  not  one  would  join  in  prayer 
with  the  other. 

At  length  Friday  came,  and  the  people  covered 
all  the  ftreets  ;  expecting,  watching,  and  praying. 
13-ut,  as  the  day  wore  away,  their  fears  rirft  began  to 
abate,  then  lefTened  every  hour  ;  at  night  they 
were  aimed"  extinct,  till  the  total  darknefs,  that  hi- 
therto ufed  to  terrify,  now  comforted  every  free- 
thinker and  atheift.  Great  numbers  went  toge- 
ther to  the  taverns,  befpoke  iuppers,  and  broke  up 
whole  hogiheads  for  joy-.  The  fubject  of  ail  wit 
and  converfation  wTas  to  ridicule  the  prophecy,  and 
rally  each  other.  All  the  quality  and  gentry  were 
perfectly  amamed,  nay,  fome  utterly  difowned  that 
they  had  manifefted  any  flgns  of  religion. 

But  the  next  day,  even  the  common  people,  as 
well  as  their  betters,  appeared  in  their  ufual  ftate 
of  indifference.  They  drank,  they  whored,  they 
fwore,  they  lyed,  they  cheated,  they  plundered, 
they  gamed,  they  quarrelled,  they  murdered.  In 
fliort,  the  world  went  on  in  the  old  channel. 

I  need  not  give  any  inirancts  of  what  will  be  ib 
eaiily  credited  ;  but  I  cannot  omit  relating,  that 
Mr.  Woolfton  advertifed,  in  that  very  Saturday's 
Evening  Poft,.  a  new  trejtlfe  a  gain  ft  the  miracks 
of  our  Saviour  ;  and  that  the  few  who  had  given 
up  their  penfions  the  day  before,  folicited  to  have 
them  continued  ;  which,  as  they  had  not  b.cn. 
thrown  up  upon  any  minifteriol  point,  I  am  inform- 
ed was  readily  granted. 

Vol..  VII.  H  The 
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Laceratque,  tr  oblique 


JMolis  pecus  — —  VIRG. 

From  Tuefday,  Jan.  23.  to  Saturday,  Jan.  27.  1710. 


A: 


Mongft  other  fervices  I  have  met  -with  from 
fome  critics,  the  cruelleft  for  an  old  man  is, 
that  they  will  not  let  me  be  at  quiet  in  my  bed,  but 
purfue  lue  to  my  very  dreams.  I  muir,  not  dream 
but  when  they  pleafe,  nor  upon  long  continued 


*    N.  B.   The  two  following  .Tatlers  are   not  :n  die  four  volumes 
pub'ifi-.cd  by  Sir  Richard  St^cle. 

In  the  preface  to  the  Tatler,  vol.  14.  Sir  Richard  -Steels  fpeaks 
thus  of  Df.  Sv\ift  "  I  have,  in  the  dedication  of  the  firfl  volume, 
(<  made  my  acknowledgements  to  Dr.  SWIFT  ;  whole  pie  fant  writ- 
•"  ir.fS,  in  the  nime  of  hlikerRaff,  created  an  ir.ciin.tion  in  the  tcwn 
st  tcvvai-'-s  any  thing  that  could  appear  in  the  fame  di'guife.  I  muft 
c<  acknowledge  allb,  that,  at  -mv  firft  entering  ui  on  this  work,  a  cer- 
*'  lain  uncommon  way  •  f  thinking,  and  a  tu;n  in  converfa'ion  p»- 
*'  culi.'.r  t';  rh:t  agreeable  gentleman,  rendered  his  company  very  ad- 
"  vaniaf ''.us  i o  on/,  \\hofe  imaginauon  was  to  be  co!)t;nu.il]y  em- 
"  I  !  -vco  u;  -.-n  obvious  and  common  iuLi,<fls,  iho'  at  the  fame  time 
"  obliged  to  treat  i.(  them  in  a  nc\v  «T.d  u.'ibcaten-  methoj.  II  s  ver- 
"  fer  on  the  Si-wer  in  town,  and  thf  Dif.rifj;hn  -f  tte. morning,  a,e 
c<  inMances  of  the  happipefs  of  that  genius,  whi,-h  cou'd  raiie  fuch 
41  pi  .  fi  ,g  ideas  urjon  cctafit-ns  •  to  La.r.in  to  an  crdir.aiy 
^  tiow." 
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fubjecl?,  however  viiionary  in  their  own  natures  ; 
becaufe  there  is  a  manifeft  moral  quite  through 
them,  which  to  produce  as  a  dream  is  improbable 
and  unnatural.  The  pain  I  might  have  had  from 
this  objection  is  prevented,  by  considering  they  have 
miffed  ano:her,  againft  which  I  ihouid  have  been 
at  a  lofs  to  defend  myfelf.  They  might  have  aiked 
me,  whether  the  dreams  I  publiih  can  properly  be 
called  Lucubrations,  which  is  the  name  1  have  given 
to  all  my  papers,  whether  in  volumes  or  half  iheets  ; 
fo  manifeil  a  contradiction  in  tommis,  that  I  won- 
der no  fophifter  ever  thought  of  it.  But  the  other 
is  a  cavil.  I  remember,  when  I  was  a  boy  at  fchool, 
I  have  often  dreamed  out  the  whole  pafTages  of  the 
day;  that  I  rode  a  journey,  baited,  flipped,  went 
to  bed,  and  rofe  next  morning  :  and  I  have  known 
young  ladies,  who  could  'dream  a  whole  contexture 
of  adventures  in  one  night,  large  enough  to  make 
a  novel.  In  youth  the  imagination  is  ftrong,  not 
mixed  with  cares,  not  tinged  with  thofe  pafBons 
that  mod  cliilurb  and  confound  it ;  iiich  as  avarice; 
ambition,  and  many  others.  Now,  as  old  men  arc 
faid  to  grow  children  again,  fo  in  this  article  oif 
dreaming,  1  am  returned  to  my  childhood*  My 
imagination  is  at  full  cafe,  without  care,  avarice, 
or  ambition,  to  clog  it  ;  by  which,  among  many 
others,  I  have  this  advantage,  of  doubling  thj 
final  1  remainder  of  my  time,  and  living  four  and 
twenty  hours  in  the  day.  However,  the  dream  I 
sm  going  now  to  relate  is  as  wild  as  can  well  be 
imagined,  and  adapted  to  pieaie  thefe  refiners  upon 
fleep,  without  any  moral  that  I  can  diicover. 

(t  It  happened,  that  my  maid  left  on  the  table  in 
"  my  bed-chamber  one  of  her  ftory-books,  (as  ihe 
"  calls  them),  which  I  took  up,  and  found  full  of 
"  ft  range  impertinence,  fitted  to  her  tafte  and  con- 
"  clition,  of  poor  fervants  who  came  to  be  ladies, 
fi  and  ilrving  men  of  low  degree  who  married 
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kings  daughters.  Among  other  things,  I  met 
this  fage  obfervation,  that  a  lion  would  never 
**  hurt  a  true  virgin.  With  this  medley  of 
nonlenfe  in  my  fancy  I  went  to  bed,  and 
"  dreamed  that  a  friend  waked  me  in  the  morn- 
"  ing,  and  propofed  for  paftime  to  fpend  a  few 
"  hou-s  in  feeing  the  pariili-lions,  which  he  had 
not  done  iince  he  came  to  town  ;  and  be- 
caufe  they  iliewecl  but  once  a-week,  he  would 
not  mifs  the  opportunity.  I  faid  I  would  ho- 
nour him  ;  although,  to  fpeak  the  truth,  I  was 
not  fond  of  thole  cruel  fpectacles  ;  and  if  it  were 
not  K)  ancient  a  cuftom,  founded,  as  I  had 
<J  heard,  upon  the  wifeft  maxims,  I  ihould  be  apt 
"  to  cenfure  the  inhumanity  of  thofe  who  intro- 
<(  cluced  it."  All  this  will  be  a  riddle  to  the  wak- 
ing reader,  until  I  cliicover  the  fcene  my  imagina- 
tion had  formed,  upon  the  maxim  that  a  lion  will 
never  hurt  a  true  virgin.  "  I  dreamed  that,  by  a 
"  law  of  immemorial  time,  a  he-lion  was  kept  in 
"  every  pariih,  at  the  common  charge,  and  in  a 
"  place  provided  adjoining  to  the  church-yard  ; 
*'  that  before  any  one  of  the  fair  fex  was  married, 
"  if  ihe  affirmed  herftlf  to  be  a  virgin,  fhe  muft 
"  on  her  wedding-day,  and  in  her  wedding-cloaths, 
*'*  perform  the  ceremony  of  going  alone  into  the 
"  den,  and  ftay  an  hour  with  the  lion  let  loofe, 
and  kept  fafting  four  and  twenty  hours  on  pur- 
pofe.  At  a  proper  height  above  the  den,  were 
convenient  galleries  for  the  relations  and  friends 
"  ot  the  young  couple,  and  open  to  all  fpeclators* 
"  No  maiden  was  forced  to  offer  herfelf  to  the 
*'  lion  ;  but,  if  {he  refuted,  it  was  a  difgrace  to 
tc  marry  her,  and  every  one  might  have  liberty  of 
"  calling  her  a  whore.  And  methought  it  was  as 
"  ufual  a  diver/ion  to  fee  the  parifh  lions,  as  with 
i(  us  to  go  to  a  play  or  an  opera.  And  it  was  rec- 
"  koned  convenient  to  be  near  the  church,  either 
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"  for  marrying  the  virgin,  if  file  efcapcd  the  trial, 
"  or  for  burying  her  bones  when  the  lion  had  de- 
"  voured  the  reft,  as  he  conftantly  did."  • 

To  go  on  therefore  with  the  dream  :  "  We  cal- 
"  led  firft  (as  I  remember),  to  fee  St.  Dunftan's 
"  lion  :  but  we  were  told,  they  did  not  iliew  to- 
"  day.  From  thence  we  went  to  that  of  Covent- 
"  garden,  which,  to  my  great  furprize,  "we  found 
"  as  lean  as  a  ikeleton;  when  I  expected  quite  the 

contrary  ;  but  the  keeper  {aid  it  was  no  wonder 

at  all,  becaufe  the  poor  beaft  ha'd  not  got  an 
"  ounce  of  woman's  fleih,  fincc  he  came  into  the 
"  pariih.  This  amazed  me  more  than  the  other, 
"  and  I  was  forming  to  myfelf  a  mighty  venera- 
"  tion  for  the  ladies  in  that  quarter  of  the  town  ; 
"  when  the  keeper  went  on,  and  iVid  he  wondered 
f<  the  parifli  would  be  at  the  charge  of  maintaining 
"  a  lion  for  nothing.  Friend,  faid  Ir  clo  you  call  it 
"  nothing  to  juftify  the  virtue  of  fo  many  ladies  ; 
"  or  hath  your  ii'bn  lofr his  diftinguifhing  faculty  ? 
<<:  Can  there  be  any  thing  more  for  the  honour  of 
"  yonrparifli,  tlum  that  all  the  ladies  married  in  • 
ft  your  church  Avere  pure  virgins  /"That  is  •  true, 
<;  faid  he,  and  the  doctor  knows  it  to  hir»  -ibrrow  ; 
"  for  there  hath  not  been  a  couple  married  in  our 
"  church  fmce  hisworfhip  came  amongft  us.  The 
*'  virgins  hereabouts  are  too  wife  to  venture 
"  the  claws  of  the  lion  ;  and,  becauie  no  body  will 
ft  marry  them,  have  all  entered  into  a  vow  of  vir- 
"  ginity  ;  fo  that  in  proportion  T,re  have  much  the 
"  largeft  nunnery  in  the  v/hole  tov/n.  This  man- 
t(  ner  of  ladies  entering  into  a  TOW  of  virginity, 
"  becaufe  they  were  not  virgins,  I  cafily  conceived  i 
tl  and  my  dream  told  me,  that  the  whole  kingdom 
t(  W'TS  full  of  nunneries  plentifully  ftocked  from 
u  the  fame  reafon. 

"  We  went  to  fee  another  lion,,  where  vre  found 
"  much  company  met  in  the  ga-lcry.  The  keeper 
**  tcld  us,  we  ihoyld  fee  fport  cncueh,  as  he  cal- 
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*'  led  it  ;  and  in  a  little  time  Ave  faw  a.  young  beati- 
"  tilul  lady  put  into  the  den,  who  walked  up  to- 
".Avards  the  lion  Avith  all  imaginable;  fecurity  in  her 
countenance,  and  looked  fmilingupon  her  lover 
and  friends  in  the  gallery ;  which  I  thought  no- 
thing extraordinary,  becaufe  it  Avas  never  kno\vn 
that  any  lion  had  been  miftaken.  But  hoAvever, 
we  Avere  all  difappointecl ;  for  the  lion  lifted  up 
his  righ  paw,  Avhich  Avas  the  fatal  iign,  and  ad- 
<(  vancing  forward,  ieized  her  by  the  arm,  and  be- 
<(  gan  to  tear  it.  The  poor  lady  gave  a  terrible 
ihriek,  and  cried  out,  The  lion  is  jujt,  I  am  no 
virgin .'  Ob  /  Sapphi,  Sappho  '  She  could  fay  no 
more,  for  the  lion  gave  her  the  coup  de grace  by 
a  fqueeze  in  the  throat,  and  flie  expired  at 
"  his  feet.  The  keeper  dragged  aAvay  her  body 
"  to  feed  the  animal,  after  the  company  Ihotild  be 
"  gone  ;  for  the  pariili  lions  never  tiled  to  eat  in 
tf  publ:c.  After  a  little  paufe,  another  lady  came 
"  on  towards  the  lion  in  the  fame  manner  as  the 
t(  former.  We  obferved  the  beft  fmell  her  Avith 
"  diligence.  He  fcratched  both  her  hands  Avith 

O 

"  lifting  them  to  his  nofe,  and  laying  one  of  his 
*'  claws  on  her  bofom  drew  blood  :  hoAvever  he  let 
<(  her  go,  and  at  the  fame  time  turned  from  her 
f£vvk:i  a  fort  of  contempt,  at  which  flie  was  not  a 
"  little  mortified,  and  retired  with  fome  confuiion 
"  to  her  friends  in  the  gallery.  Methought  the 
'*  Avhole  company  immediately  understood  the 
u  meaning  of  this  ;  that  the  eailnefs  of  the  lady 
*'  had  fuifered  her  to  admit  certain  imprudent  and 
l(  dangerous  familiarities,  bordering  too  much  up- 
<l  on  what  is  criminal  ;  neither  Avas  it  fure,  whe- 
**  thsr  the  lover  then  prefent  had  not  fome  fliarers 
"  Avithhimin  thofe  freedoms,  of  which  a  lady  can 
tf  never  be  too  fparing. 

"  This  happened  to  be  an  extraordinary  day  : 
"  for  a  thirci  lady  came  into  the  den,  laughing 
4<  loud,  playing  Avith  her  fan,  toffingher  head,  and 
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"  fmiling  round  on  the  young  fellows  in  the  gal- 
"  lery.  However,  the  lion  leaped  on  her  with 
"  great  fury,  and  we  gave  her  for  gone  ;  bn 
a  fudcien  he  let  go  his  hold,  and  turned 
her  as  if  he  were  naufeated  ;  then  gave  her 
lafh  with  his  tail ;  after  which  flie  returned  to 
"  the  gallery,  not  the  lean:  out  of  countenance  : 
'*  and  this,  it  feems3was  the  ufual  treatment  of  co- 
"  quets. 

"  I  thought  we  had  feen  enough  ;  but  my  friend 
li  would  needs  have  us  go  and  viiit  one  or  two  lions 
"  in  the  city.  We  called  at  two  or  three  dens 
"  where  they  happened  not  to  fhew  ;  but  we  ge- 
'•  nerally  found  half  a  fcore  young  girls  between 
u  eight  and  eleven  years  old,  playing  with  each 
**  lion,  fitting  on  his  back,  and  putting  their  hands 
t(  into  his  mouth  ;  fome  of  them  would  now 
<c  and  then  get  a  fcratch,  but  we  always  dilco- 
"  vered  upon  examining,  that  they  had  been  hoy- 
"  dening  with  the  young  apprentices.  One  of 
'•'  them  was  calling  to  a  pretty  girl  about  twelve 
"  years  old,  who  flood  by  us  in  the  gallery,  to 
"  comedown  to  the  lion;  and,  upon  her  refufal, 
"  fad,  Ah  !  Mijs  Betty,  ive  could  never  get  you  to 
"  come  near  the  ///;?,  fmce  you  played  at  Loop  and 
tc  hide  ii'iih  my  br ether  in  the  garret \ 

"  We  followed  a  couple  with  the  wedding  folk?,, 
"  going  to  the  church  of  St.  Mary  Ax.  The  lady, 
"  though  well  ftricken  in  years,  extremely  crooked 
tl  and  deformed,  was  drefTed  out  beyond  the 
*•'  gaiety  of  fifteen,  having  jumbled  together,  as 
"  I  imagined,  all  the  tawdry  remains  of  aunts, 
"  god-mothers,  and  grandmothers,  for  fome 
generations  paft.  One  of  the  neighbours  whif- 
pered  me,  that  flie  was  an  old  maid,  and  had 
the  cleareft  reputation  of  any  in  the  parifli. 
There  is  nothing  ft  range  in  that,  thought  I,  but 
was  much  furprized  when  I  obferved  afterwards, 
that  fhe  went  toward  the  lion  with  diftruft  and 

"  concern. 
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concern.     The  beaft  was  lying  down  ;  but  upon, 
fight   of  her  fnufted  up   his    nofe  two  or  three 
hues,  and   then   giving  the  fign  of  death,  pro- 
ded  inftantly  to   execution.     In  the  midft  of 
er  agonies  fhe  was  heard  to  name  the  words  /- 
taly  and  artifices  with  the  utmoft  horror,  and  fe- 
veral  repeated  execrations ;  and  at  laft  conclud- 
ed, Fool  that  I  ivfis  to  put  fo  much  confidence  in  the 
twghnefs  of  ?r,y  jftin  ! 

"  The  keeper  immediately  fet  all  in  order  again 
for  another  cuftomer,  which  happened  to  be  a 
famous  prude,  whom  her  parents,  after  long 
threatenings  and  much  perfuaiions,  had,  with 
"  the  extremeft  difficulty,  prevailed  on  to  accept  a 
(l  young  hanciforne  goldfmkh,  who  might  have 
a  pretended  to  five  times  her  fortune.  The  fa- 
<c  thers  and  mothers  in  the  neighbourhood  ufecl  to 
"  quote  her  for  an  example  co  their  daughters  ; 
"  her  elbows  were  rivetted  to  her  fides,  and  her 
"  whole  perfon  fo  ordered  as  to  inform  every  body 
*'  that  fhe  was  afraid  they  iliould  touch  her.  She 
c<  only  dreaded  to  approach  the  lion  becaufe  it  was 
"  a  he-one,  and  abhorred  to  think  a  male  a- 
*c  nil-real  ihould  prefume  to  breathe  on  her.  The 
"  fight  of  a  man  at  twenty  yards  diftance  made  her 
•'  draw  back  her  head.  She  always  fat  upon  the 
4<  farther  corner  of  the  chair,  although,  there  were 
"•  fix  chairs  be  ween  her  and  her  lover,  and  with 
"  the  door  wide  open,  and  her  little  fifter  in  the 
*'  room.  She  was  never  faluted  but  at  the  tip  of 
"  the  car;  and  her  father  had  much  ado  to  make 
*'  her  dine  without  her  gloves,  when  there  was  a 
"  man  at  table.  She  entered  the  clen  with  fome 
fear,  which  we  took  to  proceed  from  the 
height  of  her  modeiiy,.  offended  at  the  fight  of 
fo  many  men  in  the  gallery.  The  lion,  behold- 
in-g  her  at  a  diftance,  immediately  gave  the  dead- 
ly fign,  at  which  the  poor  creature  (methinks  I 
fee  her  Hill)  mifcarried  in  a  fright  before  us  all. 

The 
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'*•  The  lion  feemed  to  be  as  much  furprized  as  we, 
"  and  gave  her  time  to  make  her  confeflion  ; 
That  Jloe  was  five  months  gone  'by  the  fore  van  of 
her  father's  flop  ;  that  thisivas  her  third  big-  Bef- 
*'  ly  :  and  when  her  friends  aiked,  why  fhe  would 
"  venture  the  trial  ?  fhe  faid,  her  nurfe  told  her, 
i(  that  a  lion  would  never  hw  t  a  worn  in  ivith  child" 
Upon  this  I  immediately  awaked,  and  could  not 
help  wilhing,  that  the  deputy  cenfors  of  my  late  in- 
ftitution  were  endued  with  the  fame  inftinct  as 
thefe  parifh.  lions. 


£Ke£#£)&<C£)eC&^ 
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• •  Ingcnuas.  didicijje  fdeliter  artis 

Emsllit  mires.- — Ovid. 


From  Saturday,  March  3.  to  Tucfday,  March  6. 

1710. 

From  my  oivn  apartments  in  Channel-  row,  March  5. 


nPIiOSE  inferior  duties  of  life,  which  the  French 
•*•  "call  Lcs  petit  e$  morales,  or  the  fmaller  morals, 
are  with  us  diftinguifhrd  by  the  name  of  good 
manners  or  breeding.  This  I  look  upon,  in  the 
general  notion  of  it,  to  be  a  fort  of  artiikial  good 
fenfe,  adapted  to  the  meaneft  capacities,  and  intro- 
duced to  make  mankind  eafy  in  their  commerce 
with  each  other,  Low  and  little  underftandings, 
without  fome  rules  of  this  kind,  would  be  per- 

*  This    Tatler   fhould    be    hun<c    up   in    every    'Squire's-  hall    in 
England.     0  r^y. 

petually 
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petually  wandering  into  a  thoufand  indecencies  and 
irregularities  in  behaviour ;  and  in  their  ordinary 
converiation  fall  into  the  fime  boifterous  familia- 
rities, that  one  obferves  amongft  them,  when  a  de- 
bauch hath  quite  taken  away  the  ufe  of  their  rea- 
ion.  In  other  inftances  it  is  odd  to  confider,  that, 
for  want  of  common  diicretion^  the  very  end  of 
good  breeding  is  wholly  perverted,  and  civility,  in- 
tended to  make  us  eafy,  is  employed  in  laying 
chains  and  fetters  upon  us,  in  debarring  us  of  our 
wifheS;  and  in  croiling  our  mod  reafonable  defire&- 
and  inclinations.  This  abufe  reigns  chiefly  in  the 
country,  as  I  found  to  my  vexation,  when  I  was 
laft  there,  in  a  viiit  I-  made  to  a  neighbour  about 
two  miles  f r  •  a  my  coufin.  As  foon  as  I  entered 
the  parlour,  they  put  me  into  the  great  chair  that 
flood  clofe  by  a  huge  fire,  and  kept  me  there  by 
force  until  I  was  almoft  ftifled.  Then  a  boy  came 
in  a  great  hurry  to  pull  off'iry  boots,  which  I  in 
vain  opoofed,  urging  that  I  muft  return  foon  after 
dinner.  In  the  .ean  time,  the  good  lady  whif- 
pered  her  eldeft  daughter,  and  flipped  a  key  into 
her  hand  ;  the  girl  returned  inftantly  with  a  beer- 
glafs  full  of  aqiui  in:rcbi:is  and  fyrup  of  gilly- 
flowers.  I  took  as  much  as  I  had  a  mind  for,  but 
Madam  vowed  I  fhoukl  drink  it  off;  for  fhe  was 
fure  it  would  do  me  good  after  coming  out  of  the 
cold  air  ;  and  I  was  forced  to  obey,  which  abfo- 
lutely  took  away  my  ftomach.  When  dinner  came 
in,  I  had  a  mind  to  fit  at  a  diftance  from  the  fire  ; 
but  they  told  me  it  was  as  much  as  my  life  was 
worth,  and  fet  me  with  my  back  juft  againft  it.  Al- 
though my  appetite  was  quite  gone,  I  was  refolved 
to  force  down  as  much  as  I  could,  and  defired  the 
leg  of  a  pullet.  "  Indeed,  Mr.  Bickerftaff,  fays  the 
<c  lady,  you  muft  eat  a  wing  to  oblige  me ;"  and 
fo  put  a  couple  on  my  plate.  I  was  perfecuted  at  this 
rate  during  the  whole  meal  ;  as  often  as  I  called 
for  fmall  beer,  the  mailer  tipped  the  wink,  and  the 

fervant 
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fervant  brought  me  a  brimmer  of  October.     Some 
I  time  after  dinner  I  ordered  my  coufm's  man,  -who 
came  with  me,  to  get  ready  the  horfes  ;  but  it  was 
refolved  I  ihould  not    ftir  that  night ;   and  when  i 
ieemed  pretty  much  bent.on  going,  they  ordered  the 
ftable-door  to  be  locked,  and  the  children  hid  my 
cloak   and   boots.     The  next    qu  eft  ion  was,  what 
would  I  have  for  (upper  ?    I  laid,  I  never  eat  any 
thing  at  night ;  but  was  at  laft,  in  my  own  defence, 
obliged  to  name  the    fir  ft   thing  that  came  into  my 
head.     After  three  hours  fpent  chiefly  in  apologies 
for  my  entertainment,  insinuating  to  me,   "  That 
"  this  was  the  worft  time  of  the  year  for  provisions  ; 
l(  that  they  were  at  a  great  cliftance  from  any  mar- 
"  ket  ?  that  they  were  afraid  I   fhould  be  ftarved  ; 
"  and  that   they  knew  they  kept  me   to  my  lofs." 
The  i  ady  went,  and  left  me   to  her  hufband ;  for 
they  took  fpecial  care  I   fhould  never  be  alone  ;  as 
•foon  as  her  back  was  turned,  the   little    milTes  ran 
backwards  and  forwards  every   moment,  and  con- 
ftantly,  as   they   came   in    and    v/ent  out,    made  a 
curteiy  directly  at  me,  which,  in  good  manners,  I 
was  forced  to  return  with  a  bow,  and  your  humble 
fervant,  pretty  Mifs.     Exactly  at  eight  the  mother 
came  up,  and   difcoverecl   by   the   rednefs  of  her 
face,  that  fupper  was  not  far  off.     It  was  twice  as 
large  as  the  dinner,  and  my  perfecution  doubled  in 
proportion.     I  defired,  at  my  ufual  hour,   to  go  to 
my. repofe,  and  was  conducted  to  my  bed-chamber 
by  the  gentleman,  his  lady,  and  the  whole  train  of 
children.     They    importuned   me  to    drink  fome- 
thing  before  I  went  to-bed;  and,  upon  my  refuting, 
•at  lait  left  a  bottle  of  ftingo,  as  they  called  it,  for 
fear  I  Should  awake  and  be  thirfty  in  the  night.     I 
was  forced  in  the  morning  to  rife  and  drcfs  myfelf 
in   the   dark,  becaufe    they  would   not    fuffer  my 
kinfman's  fervant   to    difturb  me  at  the  hour  I  de- 
fired  tcvbe  called.  I  was  now  refolved  to  break  thro' 
all  mcafurcs  to  get  aw.iy  ;   and,    afrer,  fitting  down 

to 
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to  a  monftrous  breakfaft  of  cold  beef,  mutton, 
neat  tongues,  venifon  pafty,  and  ftale  beer,  took 
leave  of  the  family.  But  the  gentleman  would 
needs  fee  me  part  of  the  way,  and  carry  me  a  Ihort 
cut  through  his  own  ground,  which  he  told  me 
would  fave  half  a  mile's  riding.  This  laft  piece  of 
civility  had  like  to  have  coil  me  dear,  being  once 
or  twice  in  danger  of  my  neck  by  leaping  over  his 
ditches,  and  at  laft  forced  to  alight  in  the  -dirt, 
when  my  horfe,  having  flipped  his  bridle,  ran  a- 
way,  and  took  us  up  more  than  an  hour  to  recover 
him  again. 

It  is  evident,    that  none  of  the  abfurdities  I  met 
with  in  this  vilit  proceeded   from   an  ill  intention, 
but  from  a  wrong  judgement  of  complaifance,    and 
a  mifapplication    in  the    rules   of  it.     I  cannot  fo 
eaiily  excufe  the  more  refined   critics   upon   beha- 
viour, who  having   profefled    no  other  ftudy,    are 
yet  infinitely  defective  in  the  moft  material  parts  of 
it.     Ned  Faihion  has  been  bred  all  his   life    about 
court,  and  underftands  to  a  title  all  the  punctilios  of 
a  drawing-room.     He  viiits  moft  of  the  fine  women 
near  St.  James's,  and  upon   every  occalion  fays  the 
civilefl  and  fofteft  tilings  to  them  of  any  man  brea- 
thing.    To  Mr.  Ifaac  *  he  owes  an  eafy  Hide  in  his 
bow,  and  a  graceful  manner  of  coming  into  a  room: 
but  in  fome  other  cafes  he  is  very  far  from  being  a 
well-bred  peribiu    Pie  laughs  at  men  of  far  fuperior 
underftanding  to  his  own  for  not  being  as  well-drei- 
fed  as   himfelf ;  deipifeth  all  his  acquaintance  who 
are  not  of  quality,  and  in  public  places  hath  on  that 
account  often  avoided  taking  notice  of  fome  among 
the  beft  fpeakers  of  the  houfe  of   Commons.     He 
raileth  ftrenuoufly  at    both  univerfities    before  the 
members  of  either  ;   and  is  never  heard  to  fwear  an 
oath,  or  break  in  upon  religion  and  morality,    ex- 
cept in  the   company   of   divines.      On    the   other 

*  A  fa.r.ous  dancing  mafter  in  thofc  day?, 

hand, 
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hand,  a  man  of  right  fenfe  hath  all  the  efTentials  of 
good-breeding,  although  he  may  be  wanting  in  the 
forms  of  it.  Horatio  hath  fpent  moft  of  his  time 
at  Oxford  ;  he  hath  a  great  deal  of  learning,  an  a- 
greeable  wit,  and  as  much  modefty  as  may  ierve  to 
adorn,  without  concealing  his  other  good  qualities. 
In  that  retired  way  of  living  he  feemeth  to  have 
formed  a  notion  of  human  nature,  as  he  hath  found 
it  defcribed  in  the  writings  of  the  greeted  men,  not 
as  he  is  likely  to  meet  with  it  in  the  common  courle 
of  life.  Hence  it  is,  that  he  giveth  no  offence,  but 
converfeth  with  great  deference,  candour,  and  hu- 
manity. His  bow,  I  mu ft  confefs,  is  fomewhat  auk- 
ward  ;  but  then  he  hath  an  extenfive,  univerfal, 
arid  unafFecled  knowledge,  which  may,  perhaps,  a 
little  excufe  him.  He  would  make  no  extraordina- 
ry figure  at  a  ball;  but  I  can  allure  the  ladies  in  his 
behalf,  and  for  their  own  confolation,  that  he  has 
writ  better  verfes  on  the  fex  than  any  man  now  liv- 
ing, and  is  preparing  fuch  a  poem  for  the  prefs  as 
.will  tranfmit  their  praifes  and  his  own  to  many  ge- 
!  aerations. 


$83® 
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Thurfday,  September  28.   1710. 

From  my  own  apartments,  September  27. 

• 

TTHE  following  letter  hath  laid  befo;e   me  many 
•*•    great  and  manifeft  evils  in  the  world  of  letters, 

which 

**  The  ',e'tcr  to  the  Lcrd  high  Treasurer  upon  the  fame  fubjeft  with 
[this  T<J  L  ,    s  prin- cd  in  the  fourth  of  ihefe  volumes.    It  is  Lid,  that 
VOL.  VJI.  I  the 
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which  I  had  overlooked  ;  but  it  opens  to  me  a  very 
bufy  fcene,  and  it  will  require  no  fmall  care  and  ap- 
plication to  amend  errors,  which  are  become  ib  u- 
niverfal.  The  affectation  of  politenefs  is  expoied 
in  this  epiftle  with  a  great  deal  of  wit  and  difcern- 
ment;  fo  that,  whatever  difcourfes  I  may  fall  in* 
to  hereafter  upon  the  fubjec"b  the  writer  treats  of,  I 
fhall  at  prefent  lay  the  matter  before  the  world, 
without  the  leaft  alteration  from  the  words  of  my 
correfpondent. 

To  ISAAC  BICKERSTAFF,  Eiq; 

SIR, 

"  There  are  fome  abufes  among  us  of  great  con- 
c*  fequence,  the  reformation  of  which  is  properly 
"  your  province  ;  although,  as  far  as  I  have  been 
'*  converfant  in  your  papers,  you  have  not  yet  con- 
*e  fideredthem.  Thefe  are,  the  deplorable  igno- 
*'  ranee  that  for  fome  years  hath  reigned  among 
c*  our  EngliQi  writers,  the  great  depravity  of  our 
"  tafte,  and  the  continual  corruption  of  our  ftile. 
"  I  fay  nothing  here  of  thofe  who  handle  particu- 
"  lar  fciences,  divinity,  law,  phyPc,  and  the  like; 
"  I  mean  the  treaders  in  hiftory,  and  politics,  and 
<c  the  Belles  Lettres,  together  with  thofe  by  whom 
"  books  are  not  tranflated,  but  (as  the  common  ex- 
preffions  are)  done  out  of  French,  Latin,  or  other 
languages,  and  made  Englifh.  I  cannot  but  ob- 
ferve  to  you,  that,  until  of  late  years,  a  Grub- 
ftreet  book  was  always  bound  in  fheep-ikin,  with 
t(  fuitable  print  and  paper,  the  price  never  above  a 
**  ihilling,  and  taken  off  wholly  by  common  tradef- 

the  author  vrit  Tome  other  Tatlen,  and  feveral  Spectators,  and  furni/h- 
ed  hints  for  many  mere  ;  particularly,  Tht  Tables  of  fame.  Tfte  life 
and  adventures  of  a  [hilling.  The  account  of  England  by  an  Indian  K.in%, 
and  fome  others:  but,  as  we  are  informed,  he  would  never  tell  his 
keft  friends  the  particular  papers.  Dub  edit. 

(<  men 
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"  men  or  country  pedlars  ;  but  now  they  appear 
"  in  all  iizes  and  ihapes,  and  in  all  places  ;  they 
"  are  handed  about  from  lapfuls  in  every  coffee 
"  houfe  to  perfons  of  quality  ;  are  fhown  in  Weft- 
"  minfter-hall  and  the  Court  of  Requefts  :  you  may 
"  fee  them  gilt,  and  in  royal  paper,  of  five  or  fix 
"  hundred  pages,  and  rated  accordingly.  I  would 
"  engage  to  furniili  you  with  a  catalogue  of  Eng- 
"  lifh  books,  publifhed  within  the  compafs  of  feven 
"  years  paft,  which  at  fir  ft  hand  would  coft  you  an 
"  hundred  pounds,  wherein  you  fliall  not  be  able 
tf  to  find  ten  lines  together  of  common  grammar  or 
IC  common  fenfe. 

<{  Thefe  two  evils,  ignorance  and  want  of  tafte, 
"  have  produced  a  third,  I  mean  the  continual 
"  corruption  of  our  EnglHh  tongue,  which,  with- 
"  out  fome  timely  remedy,  will  fufter  more  by  the 
**  falfe  refinements  of  twenty  years  paft,  than  it 
"  hath  been  improved  in  the  foregoing  hundred. 
"  And  this  is  what  I  defign  chiefly  to  enlarge  upon, 
"  leaving  the  former  evils  to  your  animadverfion. 

"  But  inftead  of  giving  you  a  lift  of  the  late  re- 
"  finements  crept  into  our  language,  I  here  fend 
"  you  a  copy  of  a  letter  I  received  fome  time  ago, 
"  from  a  moft  accomplifhed  perfon  in  this  way  of 
"  writing,  upon  which  I  {hall  make  fome  remarks, 
<r  It  is  in  thefe  terms, 

SIR, 

I  cvud'rft  get  the  things  you  fent  for  all  about 
town---\  tho'-t  to  /;«'  come  down  myfelf,  and  then  Td 
bo*  bro't  'urn,  but  han't  dont,  and  I  believe  I  can't 
do't,  that's  pozz. ---Tom  begins  to  g'imfelf  airs,  be- 
caufe  he's  going  with  the  plenipo's.  'Tis  faid  the 

French  King  will'  bamboozel  us  agen,  which  caufe s 
many  /peculations.  The  Jacks,  and  others  of  that 
kidney,  are  very  uppifb,  and  alert  upcii't,  as  you  may 
fee  by  their  phizes. '  Will  Hazard  has  got  the  hipps, 
having  loft  to  the  tune  of  five  hundr'd  pound,  th? 

I  2-  ho 
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he  understands  play  very  well ;  nobody  better.  He 
has  promts' 't  me  upon  Rep  to  leave  off  play  ;  but  you 
know  'tis  a  weaknefs  he's  too  apt  to  give  into,  thof 
he  hath  as  much  wit  as  any  man,  no  body  more  :  he 
has  lain  incog  ever  fince--  The  mob's  very  quiet  with 
us  now.  —  I  believe  you  tho't  I  banttr'd  you  in  my 
laft  like  a  country  put.  -—IJbant  leave  town  this 
month,  &c. 

<f  This  letter  is  in  every  point  an  admirable  pat- 
"  tern  of  the  prefent  polite  way  of  writing  ;  nor  is 
i{  it  of  lefs  authority  for  being  an  epiftle;  you  may 
"  gather  every  flower  of  it,  with  a  thoufand  more 
"  of  equal  fweetnefs,  from  the  books,  pamphlets, 
"  and  tingle  papers,  offered  us  every  day  in  the 
"  coffeehouses.  And  thefe  are  the  beauties  intro- 
"  duced  to  fupply  the  want  of  wit,  fenfe,  humour, 
<c  a'nd  learning,  which  formerly  were  looked  upon 
"  as  qualifications  for  a  writer.  If  a  man  of  wit, 
"  who  died  forty  years  ago,  were  to  rife  from  the 
*'  grave  on  purpofe,  how  would  he  be  able  to  read 
*'  this  letter  ?  and  after  he  had  got  through  that 
"  difficulty,  how  would  he  be  able  to  under ftancf 
*'  it  ?  The  firft  thing  that  ftrikes  your  eye,  is  the 
"  breaks  at  the  end  of  almoft  every  fentence  ;  of 
"  which  I  know  not  the  ufe  ;  only  that  it  is  a  re- 
"  refinement,  and  very  frequently  practifed.  Then 
*'  you  will  obferve  the  abbreviations  and  elifions, 
*'  by  which  confonants  of  moft  obdurate  founds  are 
"  joined  together,  without  one  foftening  vowel  to 
"  intervene  :  and  all  this  only  to  make  one  fyllable 
"  of  two,  directly  contrary  to  the  example  of  the 
"  Greeks  and  Romans  ;  altogether  of  the  Gothic 
"  ftrain,  and  of  a  natural  tendency  towards  re-- 
"  lapiing  into  barbarity,  which  delights  in  mono- 
"  fyilables,  and  uniting  of  mute  confonants  ;  as  it 
"  is  obfervable  in  all  the  northern  languages.  And 
"  this  is  ftill  more  vifible  in  the  next  refinement 
"  which  eonfifteth  in  pronouncing  the  firft  fyllable 
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"  in  a  word  that  hath  many,  and  difmiffing  the 
"  reft ;  fuch  as  phizzy  hipps,mobb,  pozz,  rep,  and  many 
"  more,  when  we  are  already  overloaded  with  mo- 
ft  nofyllables,  which  are  the  difgrace  of  our  lan- 
"  guage.  Thus  we  cram  one  fyllable,  and  cut  off 
ts  the  reft ;  as  the  owl  fattened  her  mice  after  ihe 
"  had  bit  off  their  legs  to  prevent  them  from  run- 
"  ning  away  ;  and  if  ours  be  the  fame  reafon  for 
v  maiming  of  words,  it  would  certainly  anfwer  the 
"  end;  for  I  am  fare  no  other  nation  will  defire  to 
"  borrow  them.  Some  words  are  hitherto  but  fairly 
"  fplit,  and  therefore  only  in  their  way  to  perfec- 
tf  tion,  as  incog,  and  plenipo  ;  but  in  a  fhort  time, 
(t  it  is  to  be  hoped,  they  will  be  further  docked  to 
"  inc.  and  plen.  This  reflection  hath  made  me  of 
t(  late  years  very  impatient  for  a  peace,  which  I  be- 
"  lieve  will  fave  the  lives  of  many  brave  words  as 
"  well  as  men.  The  war  hath  introduced  abun- 
<f  dance  of  polyfyllables,  which  will  never  be  able 
"  to  live  many  more  campaigns.  Speculations,  o- 
"  perations,  preliminaries,  ambajjadors,  palijadoes, 
*'  communications,  circamvnllations^  battalions,  as 
"  numerous  as  they  are,  if  they  attack  us  too  fre- 
c<  quently  in  our  coffee-houfes,  we  iliall  certainly 
"  put  them  to  flight,  and  cut  off  the  rear, 

"  The  third  refinement  obfervable  in  the  letter  I 
"  fend  you,  coniifteth  in  the  choice  of  certain  words 
"  invented  by  fome  pretty  fellows,  fuch  as  banter, 
"  bamboozle,  country -put,  and  kidney,  as  it  is  there 
"  applied;  fome  of  which  are  now  ftruggling  for 
"  the  vogue,  and  others  are  in  pofTeilion  of  it.  I 
have  clone  my  utmoft  for  fome  years  paft  ro 
ftop  the  progrefs  of  mob  and  banter,  but  have  been 
plainly  borne  down  by  numbers,  and  betrayed 
by  thofe  who  promifed  to  affift  me. 
"  In  the  laft  place,  you  are  to  take  notice  of  cer- 
tain choice  phrafes  Icattered  through  the  letter  ; 
fome  of  them  tolerable  enough,  till  they  were 
worn  to  rags  by  fervile  imitators.  You  might 
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if  eaiily  find  them,  although  they  were  not  in  a 
"  different  print,  and  therefore  I  need  not  difturb 
'•  them. 

"  Thefe  are  the  falfe  refinements  in  our  ftile, 
"  which  you  ought  to  correct ;  firft,  by  arguments 
"  and  fair  means;  but  if  thofe  fail,  I  think  you 
are  to  make  ufe  of  your  authority  as  cenfor,  and 
by  an  annual  index  ex  pur  gat  or  ins  expunge  all 
word§  and  phrafes  that  are  offenfive  to  good 
<{  fenfe,  and  condemn  thofe  barbarous  mutilations 
"  of  vowels  and  fyllables.  In  this  laft  point,  the 
"  ufual  pretence  is,  that  they  fpell  as  they  fpeak  : 
"  a  noble  ftandard  for  language  !  to  depend  upon 
"  the  caprice  of  every  coxcomb,  who,  becaufe 
"  words  are  the  cloathing  of  our  thoughts,  cuts 
t(  them  out  and  fhapes  them  as  he  pleafeth,  and 
"  changes  them  oftener  than  his  drefs.  I  believe 
"  all  reafonable  people  would  be  content,  that  fuch 
"  refiners  were  more  fparing  of  their  words  and 
"  liberal  in  their  fyllables.  On  this  head  I  fhould 
"  be  glad  you  would  beftow  fome  advice  upon,  fe- 
"  veral  young  readers  in  our  churches,  who,  com- 
"  ing  up  from  the  univerfity  full  fraught  with  ad- 
"  miration  of  our  town-politenefs,  will  needs  correct 
"  the  ftile  of  their  prayer-books.  In  reading  the 
"  abfolution  they  are  very  careful  to  fay  pardons 
tf  and  abfolves,  and  in  the  prayer  for  the  royal  fa- 
*r  mily,  it  muft  be  endue' urn,  enrich' um,  proffer' urn, 
"  and  bring* urn  :  then  in  their  fermons  they  ufe  all 
"  their  modern  terms  of  art,  Jham,  banter^  mob, 
"  bubble,  bully,  cutting,  fluffing,  and  palming  ;  all 
"  which,  and  many  more  of  the  like  ftamp,  as  I 
"  have  heard  them  often  in  the  pulpit  from  fome 
tf  young  fophifters,  fo  I  have  read  them  in  fome  of 
"  thofe  fermons  that  have  made  a  great  noife  of 
late.  The  defign,  it  feems,  is  to  avoid  the  dread- 
ful imputation  of  pedantry ;  to  fhew  us,  that 
they  know  the  town,  vmderftand  men  and  man- 
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"  ners,  and  have  not  been  poring  upon  old  unfa- 
**  fhionable  books  in  the  univerfity. 

"  I  ihould  be  glad  to  fee  you  the  inftrument  of 
<c  introducing  into  our  ftile,  that  Simplicity  which 
rv  is  the  beft  and  trueft  ornament  of  mod  things 
*'  in  human  life,  which  the  politer  ages  always 
"  aimed  at  in  their  building  and  drefs,  (Jlmplex 
tl  munditni)*  as  well  as  their  productions  of  wit. 
'•'  It  is  manifeft,  that  all  new-affected  modes  of 
"  fpeech,  whether  borrowed  from  the  court,  the 
'*'  town,  or  the  theatre,  are  the  firft  perilhing  parts 
"  in  any  language  ;  and,  as  I  could  prove  by  ma- 
*••'  ny  hundred  inftances,  have  been  fo  in  ours.  The 
<c  writings  of  Hooker,  who  .was  a  country  clergy - 
"  man,  and  of  Parfons  the  Jefuit,  both  in  the 
"  reign  of  Queen  Elifabeth,  are  in  a  ftile  that,  with 
u  very  few  allowances,  would  not  offend  any  pre- 
"  fent  reader ;  much  more  clear  and  intelligible, 
"  than  thofe  of  Sir  H.  Wotton,  Sir  Rob.  Naun- 
"  ton,  Ofburn,  Daniel  the  hiftorian,  and  feveral 
**  others  who  writ  later,  but  being  men  of  the 
court,  and  affecting  the  phrafes  then  in  fafhion, 
they  are  often  either  not  to  be  underftood,  or 
appear  perfectly  ridiculous. 

What  remedies  are  to  be  applied  to  thefe  evils, 
I  have  not  room  to  confider,  having,  I  fear,  al- 
ready taken  up  moft  of  your  paper  :  befides,  I 
think,  it  is  our  office  only  to  reprefent  abufes, 
and  yours  to  redrefs  them. 

/  am,  ivitk  great  refpeff, 
SIR, 

&c." 
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A  MEDITATION  upon  a  BROOMSTICK. 


According  to  the  fiile  aud  manner  of  the  Honour- 
able ROBERT  B  JYLE'S  Meditations  *. 

Written  in  the  year  1703. 

*• 

rT1HIS  iingle  ftick,  which  you  now  behold  inglo- 
•*•  rioufly  lying  in  that  neglected  corner,  I  once 
knew  in  a  flourilhing  ftate  in  a  foreft  :  it  was  full 
of  Tap,  full  of  leaves,  and  full  of  boughs  :  but  now, 
in  vain  does  the  bufy  art  of  man  pretend  to  vye 
with  nature,  by  tying  that  withered  bundle  of  twigs 
to  its  faplefs  trunk  :  it  is  now  at  beft  but  the  reverie 
of  what  it  was  ;  a  tree  turned  upfide  down,  the 
branches  on  the  earth,  and  the  root  in  the  air  :  it 
is  now  handled  by  every  dirty  wench,  condemned 
to  do  her  drudgery  ;  and,  by  a  capricious  kind  of 
fate,  deftined  to  make  other  things  clean,  and  be 

*  \~?  •* 

naily  itfelf.  At  length,  worn  to  the  flumps  in  the 
fervice  of  the  maids,  it  is  either  thrown  out  of 
doors,  or  condemned  to  the  laft  ufe  of  kindling  a 
lire.  When  I  beheld 'this,  I  lighed,  and  faid  with- 
in myfelf,  SURELY  MORTAL  MAN  is  A  BROOM- 
STICK !  Nature  fent  him  into  the  world  ftrong  and 
lufty,  in  a  thriving  condition,  wearing  his  own  hair 

*  This  paper  was  wrote  in  derifion  of  the  flile  and  manner  of  Mr. 
Robert  Boyle.  Tc  what  a  height  muft  the  fpirit  of  farcafm  a  rife  in 
an  author,  who  could  prevail  -up. in  himfelf  to  rid'cule  fo  good  a  man 
as  Mr.  Boyle!  But  ihe  ("word  of  wit,  like  the  fcythe  of  time,  cuts  down 
friend  and  foe,  and  attacks  every  objeft  thr.t  accidentally  Jies  in  its 
way.  However  fharp  and  irre finable  the  edge  of  it  may  be,  Mr,  Boyle 
will  always  remain  invulnerable.  Orrery. 
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on  his  head,  die  proper  branches  of  this  reafoning 
vegetable ;  until  the  axe  of  intemperance  has  lop- 
ped off  his  green  boughs,  and  left  him  a  withered 
trunk  :  he  then  flies  to  art,  and  puts  on  a  perriwig; 
valuing  himfelf  upon  an  unnatural  bundle  of  hairs, 
all  covered  with  powder,  that  never  grew  on  his 
head  :  but  now,  fhould  this  our  broomjiick  pretend 
to  enter  the  fcene,  proud  of  thofe  birchen  ipoils  it 
never  bore,  and  all  covered  with  duft,  though  the 
fweepings  of  the  fineft  lady's  chamber ;  we  fhould 
be  apt  to  ridicule  and  defpife  its  vanity.  Partial 
judges  that  we  are  of  our  own  excellencies,  and 
other  men's  defaults ! 

But  a  brcomjlick,  perhaps  you  will  fay,  is  an  em- 
blem of  a  tree  ftanding  on  its  head  ;  and  pray  what 
is  man  but  a  topfy-turvey  creature  ?  his  animal  fa- 
culties perpetually  mounted  on  his  rational ;  his 
head  where  his  heels  fhould  be,  grovelling  on  the 
earth.  And  yet,  with  all  his  faults,  he  fets  up  to 
be  an  univerfal  reformer  and  corrector  of  abufes  ; 
a  remover  of  grievances  j  rakes  into  every  flut's 
corner  of  nature,  bringing  hidden  corruptions  to 
the  light,  and  raifes  a  mighty  duft  where  there  was 
none  before  ;  fharing  deeply  all  the  while  in  the 
very  fame  pollutions  he  pretendeth  to  fweep  away. 
His  laft  days  are  fpent  in  flavery  to  women,  and  ge- 
nerally the  leaft  deierving ;  till  worn  to  the  ftumps, 
like  his  brother  befom,  he  is  either  kicked  out  of 
doors,  or  made  ufe  of  to  kindle  flames  for  others 
to  warm  themfelves  by. 
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MISCELLANIES    IN    VERSE. 


A  CRITICISM  on  thefe  MISCELLANIES. 


poetical  performances  of  Dr.  Swift  ought 
JL  to  be  confidered  as  occalional  poems,  fiv.med 
either  to  pleaie  or  vex  fome  particular  perions. 
We  muft  not  fuppofe  them  defigned  for  posterity. 
If  he  had  cultivated  his  genius  in  that  way,  he  muft 
certainly  have  excelled,  eipecially  in  fatire.  We  fee 
fine  Iketches  in  feveral  of  his  pieces  :  but  he  feems 
more  deh'rous  to  inform  and  itrengthen  his  mind, 
than  to  indulge  the  luxuriancy  of  his  imagination. 
He  chufes  to  difcover  and  correct  errors  in  the 
works  of  others,  rather  than  to  iiluftrate  and  add 
beauties  to  his  own.  Like  a  ikilful  artift,  he  is  fond 
of  probing  wounds  to  their  depth,  and  of  enlarg- 
ing them  to  open  view.  He  prefers  cauflics,  which 
erode  proud  flelh,  to  fofter  balfamics,  which  give 
more  immediate  eafe.  He  aims  to  be  feverely  ufe- 
ful,  rather  than  politely  engaging  :  and  as  he  was 
either  not  formed,  or  would  not  take  pains  to  ex- 
cel in  poetry,  he  became,  in  fome  meafure,  fupe- 
rior  to  it  ;  and  aflumed  more  the  air  and  man- 
ners of  a  critic,  than  of  a  poet.  Had  he  lived  in 
the  fame  age  with  Horace,  he  would  have  approach- 
ed nearer  to  him  than  any  other  poet  :  and  if  we 
may  make  an  allowance  for  the  different  courfe  of 
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ftudy,  and  different  form  of  government,  to  whicti 
each  of  thefe  great  men  were  fubjecl:,  we  may  ob- 
ierve,  in  leveral  inftances,  a  ftrong  refemblance  be- 
tween them.  Both  poets  are  equally  diftinguiihed 
for  wit  and  humour.  Each  difplays  a  peculiar  fe- 
licity in  diclion.  But,  of  the  two,  Horace  is  the 
more  elegant  and  delicate  :  while  he  condemns,  he 
pleafes.  Swift  takes  pleafure  in  giving  pain.  The 
diilimilitude  of  their  tempers  might  be  owing  to 
the  different  turns  in  their  fortune.  Swift  early 
formed  large  views  of  ambition,  and  was  difap- 
pointed.  Horace,  from  an  exiled  low  ftate,  rofe 
into  affluence,  and  enjoyed  the  favour  and  friend- 
fhip  of  Anguftus.  Each  poet  was  the  delight  of 
the  principal  perfons  of  his  age.  Cum  magnis  vixij/e, 
vras  not  more  applicable  to  Horace  than  to  Swift. 
They  both  were  temperate,  both  were  frugal,  and 
both  were  of  the  fame  Epicurean  tafte.  Horace 
had  his  Lydia,  Swift  had  his  Vanefla.  Horace  had 
his  Mecsenas  and  his  Agrippa  ;  Swift  had  his  Ox- 
ford and  his  Bolingbroke.  Horace  had  his  Virgil, 
Swift  had  his  Pope. 

Swift,  who  had  the  niceft  ear,  is  remarkably 
chafte  and  delicate  in  his  rhymes.  A  bad  rhyme 
appeared  to  him  one  of  the  .capital  fins  in  poetry; 
and  yet  it  is  a  fin  into  which  fome  of  our  greateft 
poets  have  fallen  ;  Dryden  frequently,  Pope  ibme- 
times.  The  former  was  imbarrafled  with  a  wife 
and  family  •  and  was  often  under  fuch  neceffitous 
circumftances,  as  to  be  obliged  to  publifh,  or  to 
want  iubiiftence.  The  latter  was  in  a  lefs  confin- 
ed, and  in  a  much  more  eafy  lunation.  He  was 
naturally  judicious,  and  uncommonly  attentive  to 
maintain  the  dignity  of  his  character.  Although 
his  body  was  weak,  his  mind  was  equal  to  the  weight 
of  his  laurel  crown  ;  arid  he  wore  it  not  only  with 
eafe  but  majefty.  Take  him  as  a  poet.  iveJLall  not 
fee  Im  like  again. 

The 


Dr.  SWIFT's  POEMS: 

The  Dean  kept  company  with  many  of  the  fair 
;    but  they  were  rather  his  amufement  than  his 
admiration.     He  trifled  away  many  hours  in  their 
conversation,  he  filled  many  pages  in  their  praife, 
and,  by  the  power  of  his  head,  he  gained  the  cha- 
racter of  a  lover,  without  the  leaft  afiiftance  from 
his  heart.     To  this  particular  kind  of  pride,  fup- 
ported  by  the  bent  of  his  genius,  and  joined  by  the 
exceffive  coldnefs  of  his  nature,  VanelTa  owed  the 
ruin  of  her  reputation ;  and  from  the  fame  caufes 
Stella  remained  an  imacknowledged  wife.     If  we 
confider  Swift's  behaviour,  fo  far  only  as  it  relates 
to  women,  we  {hall  find,  that  he  looked  upon  them 
rather  as  bufts,  than  as  whole  figures.     In  his  pa- 
negyrical defcriptions,    he    has   ieldom   defcended 
lower  than  the  centre  of  their  hearts ;   or  if  ever 
he  has  defigned  a  complete  ftatute,  it  has  been  ge- 
nerally caft  in  a  dirty,   or  in  a  difagreeable  mould ; 
as  if  ftatuary  had  not  conceived,  or  had  not  expe- 
rienced,  that  juftnefs  of  proportion,   that  delicacy 
of  limb,  and  thofe  pleafing  and  graceful  attitudes 
!  which  have  conftituted  the  fex  to  be  the  moft  beau- 
tiful part  of  the  creation,     If  you  review  his  feve- 
ral  poems  to  Stella,  you  will  find  them  fuller  of 
affection  than  defire,  and  more  exprefiive  of  friend - 
fliip  than  of  love.     For  example, 

Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young, 
When  firft  for  thee  my  harp  I  lining ; 
Without  one  word  of  Cupid's  darts, 
Of  killing  eyes,  or  bleeding  hearts  : 
With  friendfhip  and  efteem  poiTeft, 
"  I  ne'er  admitted  love  a  gueft."     Vol.  vii. 

Moft  of  the  poems  which  are  abfolutely  addreiT- 
W  to  Stella,  or  which  defcribe  her  in  a  variety  of 
attitudes,  turn  upon  her  age  :  a  kind  of  excufc 
perhaps  for  Swift's  want  of  love. 
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It  is  impoffible  for  me  to  pafs  a  very  minute  com- 
ment upon  the  various  poems  wrote  by  Swift. 
They  are  not  only  mingled  improperly,  in  point  of 
dates  and  fubjedts,  but  many,  very  many  of  them, 
are  temporary,  trifling,  and  i  had  almolt  laid  pue- 
rile. Several  of  them  are  personal,  and  confe- 
quently  fcarce  amufing ;  or  at  leail  they  leave  a 
very  fmall  impreflion  upon  our  minds.  Such  in- 
deed as  are  likely  to  draw  your  attention,  are  ex- 
quiiite,  and  fo  peculiarly  his  own,  that  whoever 
has  dared  to  imitate  him  in  thefe,  or  in  any  of  his 
works,  has  conftantly  failed  in  the  attempt.  Upon 
a  general  view  of  his  poetry,  we  fliall  find  him,  as 
in  his  other  performances,  an  uncommon,  furprif- 
ing,  heteroclite  genius  ;  luxurious  in  his  fancy, 
lively  in  his  ideas,  humourous  in  his  defcriptions, 
and  bitter,  exceeding  bitter,  in  his  fa  tire.  The 
reftleffnels  of  his  imagination,  and  the  difappoint- 
ment  of  his  ambidon,  have  both  contributed  to 
hinder  him  from  undertaking  any  poetical  work 
of  length  or  importance.  His  wit  was  fufficient  to 
every  labour :  no  flight  could  have  wearied  the 
ftrcngth  of  his  pinions  :  perhaps,  if  the  extenfive 
views  of  his  nature  had  been  fully  fatisfied,  his  airy 
motions  had  been  more  regular,  and  lefs  fudden. 
But  he  now  appears  like  an  eagle,  that  is  fometimes 
chained  ;  and  at  that  particular  time,  for  want  of 
nobler  and  more  proper  food,  diverts  his  confine- 
ment, and  appeafes  his  hunger,  by  deftroying  the 
gnats,  butterflies,  and  other  wretched  infects  that 
unluckily  happen  to  buz  or  flutter  within  his 
reach. 

While  I  have  b^sn  reading  over  his  poems,  I  have 
confidered  him  as  an  EgypH<ia  .hieroglyphic;  which 
though  it  had  an  unnatural,  and  frequently  an  in- 
decent appearance,  yet  it  always  contained  fome 
fecret  marks  of  wifdom,  and  fometimes  of  deep 
morality.  The  .fubjefts  of  his  poems  are  often 
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naufeous,  and   the   performances  beautifully    dif- 
agreeable. 

The  lady's  drejjing-room,  [vol.  viii..]  has  been 
Univerfally  condemned  as  deficient  in  point  of 
delicacy,  even  to  the  higheft  degree.  The  beft  a- 
pology  that  can  be  made  in  its  favour,  is  to  fup- 
pofe,  that  the  author  exhibited  his  Celia  in  the  moil 
hideous  colours  he  could  find,  left  ihe  might  be 
miftaken  a*  a  goddefs,  when  fhe  was  only  a  mor- 
tal. External  beamy  is  very  alluring  to  youth  and 
inexperience  ;  and  Swift,  by  pulling  off  the  bor- 
rowed plumes  of  his  harpy,  difcovers  at  once  a 
frightful  bird  of  prey,  and  by  making  her  offenilve. 
renders  her  lefs  dangerous  and  inviting.  Such,  I 
hope  was  his  defign.  But  let  his  views  and  motives 
have  been  ever  fo  beneficial,  his  general  want  of 
delicacy  and  decorum  muft  not  hope  even  to  find 
the  fhadow  of  an  excufe  ;  for  it  is  impoffible  not  to 
own,  that  he  too  frequently  forgets  that  politenefs 
and  tendernefs  of  manners,  which  are  undoubtedly 
due  to  humankind.  From  his  early  and  repeated 
difappointments,  he  became  a  mifanthrope.  If  his 
mind  had  been  more  equal  and  content,  I  am  wil- 
ling to  believe,  that  he  would  have  viewed  the 
works  of  nature  with  a  more  benign  afpect.  And 
perhaps,  under  a  lefs  conftant  rotation  of  anxiety, 
he  might  have  preferved  his  fenfes  to  the  laft  fcene 
of  life,  and  might  have  enjoyed  that  calm  exit  from 
the  ftage,  for  which  his  friend  Horace  fo  earneftly 
fupplicates  Apollo. 

<s  Frui  paratis  et  valido  mihi, 
"  Latoe,  dones,  et  precor,  integra 
"  Cum  mente  ;  nee  turpem  fenectam 
"  Degere,  nee  cithara  carentem." 

His  pride  was  fo  great  as  fcarce  to  admit  any  bo- 
dy to  the  leaft  (hare  of  his  friendfhip,  except  fuch 
who  could  amufe  him,  or  fuch  who  could  do  him 
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honour.  To  thefe  two  diffent  claffes,  we  owe  ma- 
ny of  his  poems.  His  companions  and  humble 
followers  find  themfelves  immortalized  by  the  in- 
fertion  of  their  names  in  addrefTes  to  Stella,  or  in 
other  mifcellaneons  pieces,  written  in  an  eafy,  al- 
though not  in  a  carelefs  manner.  His  more  exalted 
friends,  whofe  fiations  and  characters  did  him  ho- 
nour, are  treated  in  a  different  ftyle  ;  and  you  will 
perceive  a  real  dignity,  and  a  moil  delicate  kind  of 
wit,  in  all  his  poems  to  Lord  Oxford,  Lord  Peter- 
borough, Lord  Cartaret  (now  Earl  of  Granville). 
Mr.  Pulteney  (now  Earl  of  Bath) ;  and  I  thinkl 
may  particularly  add,  in  a  poem  to  the  Countefs  of 
Winchelfea  (under  the  name  of  Ardclia\  and  an- 
other to  Mrs.  Biddy  Floyd.  Thefe  names  abetted 
him  in  his  purfuit  of  fame.  They  reflected  back 
the  glory  which  he  gave.  But  ftill  I  cannot  recol- 
lect one  poem,  nay  fcarce  a  couplet,  to  his  noble 
patron  Lord  Bolingbroke.  In  that  inftance  he  has 
been  as  filent,  as  Virgil  has  been  to  Horace  ;  and 
yet  he  certainly  had  not  a  grain  of  envy  in  his  com- 
pofition. 

I  think  I  can  difcern  a  third  kind  of  ftyle  in  his 
poems  addreffed  to  Mr.  Pope,  Mr.  Gay,  Dr.  De- 
lany,  and  Dr,  Young.  When  he  writes  to  them, 
there  is  a  mixture  of  cafe,  dignity,  familiarity,  and 
affection.  They  were  his  intimate  friends,  whom 
he  loved  fincerely,  and  whom  he  wifhed  to  accom- 
pany into  the  poetical  regions  of  eternity. 

As  to  the  poem  called  Death  and  Daphne, 
[vol.  y.J  ;  I  recollect  an  odd  accident  relating  to 
that  nymph.  Swift,  foon  after  our  acquaintance, 
introduced  me  to  her,  as  to  one  of  his  female 
favourites.  I  hnd  fcarce  been  half  an  hour  in 
her  company,  before  fhe  aiked  me  if  I  had  feen 
the  Dean's  poem  upon  Death  and  Daphne  ?  As  I 
told  her  I  had  not,  ihe  immediately  unlocked  a  ca- 
binet, and  bringing  out  the  manufcript,  read  it  me 
with  a  feeming  iatisfaction,  of  which  at  that  time  I 
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doubted  the  imcerity.  While  ilie  was  reading,  the 
Dean  was  perpetually  correcting  her  for  bad  pronun- 
ciation, and  for  placing  a  wrong  emphaiis  upon 
particular  words.  As  foon  as  flie  had  gone  thro' 
the  compofition,  flie  aflured  me  fmilingly,  that  the 
portrait  of  Daphne  was  drawn  for  herfelf.  I  beg- 
ged to  be  excufed  from  believing  it,  and  protefted 
that  I  could  not  fee  one  feature  that  had  the  leafl 
refemblance.  But  the  Dean  immediately  burft  into 
a  lit  of  laughter  :  t(  You  fancy,"  lays  he, i(  that  you 
"  are  very  polite ;  but  you  are  much  mifhiktn.  That 
"  lady  had  rather  be  a  Daphne  drawn  by  me,  than 
"  a  SacharifTa  by  any  other  pencil."  She  confirm- 
ed what  he  laid  with  great  earneftnefs ;  fo  that  I 
had  no  other  method  of  retrieving  my  error,  than 
by  whifpering  in  her  ear  as  I  was  conducting  her 
down  ftairs  to  dinner,  that  indeed  I  found 

"  Her  hand  as  dry  and  cold  as  lead." 

You  fee  the  command  which  Swift  had  all  over  his 
females  ;  and  you  would  have  fmiled  to  have  found 
his  houie  a  conftant  feraglio  of  very  virtuous  wo- 
men, who  attended  him  from  morning  till  night, 
with  an  obedience,  an  awe,  and  an  affiduity,  that  arc 
feldom  paid  to  the  richeft,  or  tne  moft  powerful 
lovers ;  no,  not  even  to  the  Grand  Signior  him- 
felf. 

To  thefe  ladies  Swift  owed  the  publication  of  ma- 
ny pieces,  which  ought  never  to  have  been  deliver- 
ed to  the  prefs.  He  communicated  every  compofi- 
tion as  foon  as  fmiihed,  to  his  female  fenate  :  who 
not  only  pafled  their  judgement  on  the  performance, 
but  conftantly  aiked,  and  almoft  as  conftantly  ob- 
tained a  copy  of  it.  You  cannot  be  furprifed,  that 
it  was  immediately  afterwards  fecn  in  print;  and, 
when  printed,  became  a  part  of  his  works.  He  li- 
ved much  at  home,  and  was  continually  writing,, 
when  alone.  Not  any  of  his  fenators  prefumed  to 
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approach  him,  when  he  iignified  his  pleafure  to  re- 
main in  private,  and  without  interruption.  His 
night-gown  and  flippers  were  not  eaiier  put  on  or 
off,  than  his  attendants.  No  prince  ever  met  with 
more  flattery  to  his  own  perfon,  or  more  devotion 
to  his  own  mandates.  This  deipotic  power  not  on- 
ly blinded  him,  but  gave  a  looie  to  pafiions  that 
ought  to  have  been  kept  under  a  proper  reftraint. 
I  am  forrv  to  fav,  that  whole  nations  are  fometimes 

j  *    ' 

facrihced  to  his  refentment  :  for  reflections  of  that 
fort  appear  to  me  the  leaft  juftifiable  of  any  kind  of 
fat  ire.  You  will  read  his'dcerrima  with  indignation, 
and  his  minutiae  with  regret.  Yet  I  muft  add,  that 
fince  he  has  defcended  fo  low  as  to  write,  and  itill 
fo  much  lower  as  to  print  riddles,  he  is  excellent  e- 
ven  in  that  kind  of  verification.  The  lines  are 
frnoother,  the  expreilions  are  neater,  and  the 
thought  is  clofer  purfued,  than  in  any  other  riddle- 
writer  whatever.  But  Swift  competing  riddles,  is 
Titian's  painting  draught-boards  ;  which  muft  have 
been  inexcufable,  while  there  remained  a  fignpoft- 
.painter  in  the  world. 

As  to  the  two  Latin  poems,  "  An  epiftle  to  Dr. 
"  Seridan"  [vol.  7.],  and  "  A  defcription  qf  the 
"  rocks  at  Carbery  in  Ireland"  [vol.  7.],  the 
Dean  was  extremely  folicitous,  that  they  ihould  be 
printed  among  his  works  ;  and  what  is  no  lefs  true 
than  amazing,  he  airumed  to  himfelf  more  vanity 
upon  thefe  two  Latin  poems,  than  upon  many  of 
his  beft  Englifh  performances.  It  is  faid,  that  Mil- 
ton, in  his  own  judgement,  preferred  the  Paradife 
Regained  to  the  Paradife  loft.  There  poflibly 
might  be  found  fome  excufe  for  fuch  a  preference  ; 
but  in  Swift's  cafe  there  can  be  none.  He  under- 
iiood  the  Latin  language  perfectly  well,  and  he  read 
it  conftan^ly  :  but  he  was  no  Latin  poet  And  if 
the  Career/if  rupes>  and  the  Epiftola  ad  7homam  She  \ 
had  been  the  produce  of  any  other  author, 

they 
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they  mu ft  have  undergone    a  fevere  ccnfure  from 
Dr.  Swift. 

The  two  poems,  intitled,  "  The  life  and  genuine 
"  character  of  Dr.  Swift,"  and,  "  Verlcs  on  the 
"  death  of  Dr.  Swift,"  &c.  are  poems  of  great 
wit  and  humour.  The  fir  ft  was  artfully  pu- 
bliihed  by  Dr.  Swift  in  a  manner  ib  different  from 
thoie  rules  of  poetry  to  which  he  confined  himfelf, 
that  he  hoped  the  public  might  miftake  it  for  a  fpu- 
rious  or  uncorrect  copy,  ftolen  by  memory  from 
his  original  poem.  He  took  great  pleafure  in  this 
fuppoiition  ;  and  I  believe  it  anfwered  his  expecta- 
tion. One  of  his  ftricteft  rules  in  poetry  was  to  a- 
void  triplets.  What  can  have  given  rife  to  fo  nice 
a  peculiarity,  is  difficult  to  determine.  It  might  be 
owing  only  to  a  fingular  turn  of  thinking.  But  the 
reafon  which  he  publicly  affigned,  feemcol  not  fo 
much  againft  the  practice  itielf,  as  againft  the  poets 
who  indulged  themfelves  in  that  manner  of  writing. 
A  cuftom"  (according  to  the  Dean's  opinion) 
introduced  by  lazinefs,  continued  by  ignorance, 
and  eftablifhed  by  falfe  tafte."  With  deference 
to  fo  great  a  critic,  'tis  a  cuftom  that  has  frequent- 
ly been  purfued  with  remarkable  fuccefs.  Mr. 
Dryden  abounds  in  triplets  ;  and  in  fome  of  his  moft 
elegant  poems,  the  third  concluding  verfe  forms 
the  fineft  climax  in  the  whole  piece.  Mr.  Waller, 
the  father  of  all  flowing  poetry,  has  generally  re- 
lerved  the  niceft  point  of  wit  to  his  triplicate  line. 
And,  upon  an  impartial  inquiry,  it  is  almoft  to  be 
queftioned,  whether,  in  many  inftances,  this  dei- 
picable  triplet  may  not  add  a  greater  beauty  to  a  po- 
etical compoiition,  than  any  other  circumftance.  To 
be  confined,  on  any  terms,  by  the  links  of  rhyme, 
is  of  great  difadvantage  to  our  Englifh  poetry.  The 
fineft  poem  that  we  can  boaft,  and  which  we  equa- 
lize, and  perhaps  would  willingly  prefer  to  the  I- 
liad,  is  void  of  theie  fetters.  But  when  it  is  our 
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deftiny  to    wear  chains,    furely  we  may  be  allowed 
to  make  them  as  light  and  eafy  as  we  can. 

The  fecond  poem,  <{  Verfes  on  the  death  of  Dr. 
"  Swift"  [vol.  7.]  is  a  moft  pointed  piece  of  far- 
cafm.  Not  any  of  the  Dean's  poems  have  more 
\wit  ;  nor  are  any  of  them  more  icvere.  In  it  he  has 
fummoned  .together  his  whole  powers  of  fatire  and 
poetry.  It  is  a  parting  blow7  ;  the  legacy  of  anger 
and  difappointment.  But  as  the  two  iaft  lines  are 
grammatically  incorrect,  and  as  they  were  not  in- 
ferted  in  the  fir  ft  edition  published  at  London,  I 
cannot  tell  how  they  have  crept  into  a  poem,  that 
is  otherwise  as  exactly  polifhed  as  any  of  Swiit's  ni- 
ccft  cornpoiitions.  Orrery. 

The  merits  of  Dr.  Swift  in  the  character  of  a 
poet  are  confiderably  great.  His  defcriptions, 
wherein  there  conftantly  appear  the  diftingiuihing 
marks  of  his  own  peculiar  talents,  are  extremely 
juft  and  lively  :  many  of  his  groups  are  not  to  be 
excelled  by  any  painter's  imagination  :  his  rhymes 
and  his  numbers  are  chaile  and  delicate  ;  and  in 
places,  when,  rather  by  accident  than  choice,  he 
rifes  from  the  earth,  and  foars  into  the  regions  of 
poetry,  he  is  equal  to  the  fined  matters  among  the 
Greeks  and  Romans,  his  icieas  are  lofty,  and  his  verfi- 
fication  mufkally  fonorous.  And  yet,  after  all,  he  is 
not  to  be  conlidered  in  the  light  of  a  profefTed  poet ; 
the  multitude  of  his  writings  on  various  fubjects, 
both  in  verie  and  profe,  being  an  evident  demon- 
ftration,  that  he  was  fuperior  to  any  particular  courfe 
of  learning.  He  was  born  to  be  the  encourager  of 
virtue,  and  the  terror  of  the  wicked.  He  never  fat 
mufing  in  his  elbow-chair  upon  new  fubjecls,  for 
the  exercife  of  his  genius,  and  the  advancement  of 
his  fame  ;  but  writ  occasionally  to  pleafe  and  to  re- 
form the  world,  as  either  politics  or  humour  gave  the 
fpur  to  his  faculties.  There  are  but  few  of  his  poems 
that  feem  to  have  been  the  labour  of  more  than  one 
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day,  how  greatly  foever  they  might  have  been  cor- 
rected and  poliihed  afterwards  to  his  own  liking 
before  he  tranfcribed  them  fair. 

There  indifputably  runs  a  vein  of  fatire  through- 
out all  his  writings  :  but.  as  he  declares  that  no 
age  could  have  more  deferved  it,  than  that  particu- 
lar age  wherein  he  xvas  dcftined  to  live ;  he  is  in- 
titled  to  all  the  praife  we  can  beftow  upon  him,  for 
exerting  his  whole  abilities  in  the  defence  of  ho- 
nour, virtue,  and  his  country.  In  his  general  fa- 
tire,  where  perhaps  thoufands  were  equally  meant, 
he  hath  never  once  through  malice  inlerted  the 
name  of  any  one  perfon  ;  the  vice  neverthelefs  he 
expofeth  to  contempt  and  ridicule.  But  in  particu- 
lar fatire,  when  egregious  monfters,  traitors  to  the 
weal  public,  and  flaves  to  party,  are  the  objects  of 
his  refentment,  he  lafhes  without  mercy  ;  well 
knowing,  that  infamy,  which  is  perhaps  a  tafte  of 
hell,  is  the  only  punifhment  which  in  this  world 
can  be  inflicted  upon  fuch  rebels  to  fociety,  as,  ei- 
ther by  craft  or  corruption,  bid  defiance  to  the 
laws. 

One  of  the  moft  diftinguifhing  characteriftics  of 
Dr.  Swift  was  a  bright  and  clear  genius ;  fo  ex- 
tremely piercing,  that  every  the  moft  ftriking  cir- 
cumftance,  ariiing  from  any  fubject  whatever, 
quickly  occurred  to  his  imagination  ;  and  thefe  he 
frequently  fo  accumulated  one  upon  another,  that 
perhaps,  beyond  all  other  poets,  of  all  ages  and 
countries,  he  deferves  in  this  particular  to  be  the 
moft  univerfally  admired.  And  this  choice  of  cir- 
cumftances,  if  any  ftrefs  can  be  laid  on  the  opinion 
of  Longinus,  that  great  director  of  our  tafte  and 
judgement,  renders  a  compofition  truly  noble  and 
fublime.  The  moft  remarkable  pieces  of  this  fort, 
are,  '*  The  furniture  of  a  woman's  mind  ;  Betty  the 
"  Grizette  ;  The  journal  of  a  modern  lady;  His 
"  poem  on  reading  Dr.  Young's  fatire s  ;  Mordaa- 
"  to;  The  defcription  of  a city-fhower  ;  The  de- 
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"  fcription  of  Quilca  ;  The  defcription  of  the 
"  morning;  and,  The  place  of  the  damned  '  This 
power  of  the  mind  gave  him  alfo  that  defperate 
hand,  as  Pope  terms  it,  in  taking  off  all  forts  of 
characters.  To  omit  thofe  of  a  political  nature,  fee 
"  The  progrefs  of  poetry  ;  The  fecond  part  of 
"  Traulus  ;  The  progrefs  of  love ;  The  character 
"  of  Corinna  ;  and,  The  beautiful  young  nymph 
"  juft  going  to  bed  ;  where  you  will  find,  that  his 
imagination  could  even  drearn  in  the  character  of 
an  old  battered  ftrumpet.  And,  from  the  fame  in- 
exhaftible  fund  of  wit,  he  acquired  the  hiftoric  arts 
both  of  defigning  and  colouring,  either  in  groups, 
or  in  {ingle  portraits.  How  exact,  how  lively,  and 
fpirited,  is  that  groupe  of  figures  in  "  The  journal 
"  of  a  modern  lady  ?"  [Here  the  paffage  is  infert- 
ed,  beginning  thus  : 

"  But  let  me  now  a  while  furvey,"  &c.  1.  116. 
and  ending, 

"  Flew  hov'ring  o'er  each  female  head."  I.  135. 

And  for  a  {ingle  portrait,  if  we  confider  the  de- 
fign,  the  attitude,  the  drapery,  or  the  colouring, 
what  is  it  that  can  excel  the  reprefentation  of  CarH- 
nus  in  "  The  tragical  elegy  I"  [Here  the  paflage  is 
inferted,  beginning  thus  : 

<(  He  feem'd  as  juft  crept  out  of  bed,"  £c.  1.  1 1. 
and  ending  thus, 

4<  On  embers  place'd,   to  drink  it  hot.  1.  28. 

Throughout  all  his  poetical  writings,  although 
many  of  them  be  dedicated  immediately  to  the  fair 
fex,  there  cannot  be  found,  to  the  beft  of  my  re- 
collection, one  {ingle  diftich,  addrelTed  in  the  cha- 
racter of  a  lover  to  any  one  perfon.  If  he  writ  any 
poems  of  that  fort  in  his  younger  days,  theymuft  have 

been 
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been  deftroyed,  if  they  be  not  concealed.  Thofe 
verics  upon  \\  omen,  which  are  deemed  the  moft  fa- 
tirical,  were  written  principally  with  a  view  to  cor- 
rect their  foibles,  to  improve  their  tafte,  and  to 
make  them  as  agreeable  companions  at  threefcore, 
as  at  the  age  of  five  and  twenty.  By  what  I  can 
hear,  the  moft  exceptionable  of  his  poems  in  that 
way  have  produced  ibme  very  extraordinary  effects 
in  the  polite  world.  This  was  in  truth  the  ultimate 
ddign  of  his  writing  "  The  lady's  drefiing  room," 
and  other  pieces,  which  are  acknowledged  to  be 
fornewhat  liable  to  cenfure  on  account  of  their  inde- 
licacy. 

m 

Among  the  admirers  of  Dr.  Swift,  many  have 
compared  him  to  Horace,  making  proper  allow- 
ances for  the  refpective  ages  in  which  they  feveral- 
ly  fiouriihed.  The  refembiance  however  between 
them  is  not  fo  exceedingly  ftrong,  as  that  a  limili- 
tude  and  manner  of  writing  could  have  excited  the 
leaft  degree  of  emulation  between  them,  further 
than  to  be  equally  renowned  for  their  peculiar  ex- 
cellencies. Each  of  them  had,  independent  of 
what  is  generally  called  a  fine  tafte,  a  thorough 
knowledge  of  the  world,  fnperadded  to  an  abun- 
dance of  learning.  Both  the  one  and  the  other  of 
thefe  great  men  held  the  numerous  tribe  of  poets, 
as  well  as  that  motley  generation  of  men  called  cri- 
tic^ in  the  utmoft  contempt  ;  and  at  the  fame  time, 
have  manifefted  themfelves  to  be  incomparable 
judges  of  all  that  is  truly  excellent,  whether  in 
books  or  men.  Neither  of  them  had  the  leaft  re- 
gard for  the  Stoics  :  and  whatever  may  be  faid  of 
their  being  of  the  Epicurean  tafte,  which,  if  right- 
try  understood,  is  far  from  being  inconiifttnt  with 
the  higheft  virtue  :  neither  of  them  was  attached 
to  any  particular  fyftem  of  philofophy.  Homer  was 
the  darling  author  both  of  Horace  and  Swift.  Ho- 
race declares,  in  his  epiftk  to  Lollius,  that  Homer 
l;ad  abundantly  more  good  ftnfe  and  wifdom  than 

all 
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all  the  philofophers  ;  and  Swift's  opinion  was,  that 
Homer  had  more  genius  than  all  the  reft  of  the 
world  p.ut  together.  Yet  neither  the  one  nor  the 
other  of  them  have  attempted  to  imitate  his  man- 
ner ;  but,  like  heroes  of  a  bold  and  true  fpirit,  have 
induftrioufly  followed  the  bent  of  nature,  and  ftruck 
out  originals  of  their  own,  But  however  ftrong 
may  be  fuppofed  the  refemblance  between  Horace 
and  Swift,  they  were  in  fa<St,  upon  the  whole,  quite 
different  men.  Their  tempers,  their  complexions, 
and  their  fortunes,  were  totally  unlike.  Each  of 
them  had  in  many  refpecls  greatly  the  advantage  of 
the  other. 

Poetry  was  in  Homer  the  bufinefs  of  his  life  ;   e- 
V€iy  defire,    every  comfort,   and    every    paffion  of 
his  mind,    was  centered  in  the  Mufes  :  he  followed 
the  example  of  the  Greek  poets,  prater  laudem  mil' 
lius  avar-is.     Poetry  in  Swift   was  only  an  appen- 
dage to  his  character  :    he  wore  it  as  an  emblem  of 
wit  and  fpirit,  which  gave  him  an  air  of  grandeur 
m  the  republic  of  letters.     Horace,  by  diverting  his 
thoughts  from  allfublunary  affairs,  and  perpetually 
ranging  about  from  flower  to  flower,  a«.ong  the  gar- 
dens and  groves,  and  wilderneffes  of  the  Greeks,  with 
infinite  labour  extracted,  like  an  induftriousbee,  the 
quintelTence  of  their  fweets  ;    and  by  frequently  ex- 
perimenting all  the  changes  of  harmony,  is  deferved.- 
ly  the  joy  and  admiration  of  the  poetical  world,  for 
the  muiic  of  his  lines,  and  the  variety  of  his  num- 
bers.    His  addreffes  to  the  Emperor,  to  Agrippa, 
to  Pollio,  and  his  panegyric  on  Drufns,  are  procii- 
gioufly  fublirne ;  but  his  hymns  to   the  Mufes,  to 
Mercury,  to  Pan,  to  Apollo  and  Diana,  to  Venus, 
to  his  lyre,  and  to  Bacchus,  are  abfolutely  raptures 
of  poetry,  even  the  divine  fpirit  of  that  amalnl'is  in- 
aniti)  "  that  delightful  mad neis,"  which  is  only  to 
be  felt,   impoffible  to   be  defcribed.     His  verfcs  ne- 
verthelefs  are  but  few  in  number  ;  the  whole  of  his 
works,  at  a  random  computation,  amounting  only 

to 
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to   about  7000  lines  ;  whereof  not  above  one   half 
are  of  that  fpecies  of  poetry  on  which  he  defired  to 
fix  all  his  pretenfions  to  fame.     And  it  was  upon 
thefe  only  he  beftowed  the  greater  part  of  his  life. 
Swift,    on  the  contrary,  from  the  age  of   one  and 
twenty,  was  deeply  immerfed  in  politics  during  his 
whole  life;  fometimes  fighting  the  battles  of  church 
and  Hate  againfta  virulent,  oppofing  faction,  which 
threatened   to    undermine  the  constitution  ;  fome- 
times reiifting  the  torrent  of  ecclefiaftical,   and  fre- 
quently the  torrent  of  minifterial  power,  whenever 
the    rights   of  the  clergy,    or   the   liberties  of  his 
country,  were  occafionally  invaded ;  and  generally 
fighting  with  beafts  of  one  fpecies  or  other,  like  a 
fierce  an4bold  champion,  reiblutely  bent  on  either 
death  or  victory  :  yet  llill  he  could  find  opportuni- 
ties,'by  fnatching  hours  of  leilure,  to  write  poetry 
for  his   amufement.     He   had   read    many    of  the 
Greek  and  Latin  poets ;  relHhed  and  admired  what 
was  agreeable  to  his  own  tafte  ;   but  never  devoted 
cither  his  thoughts  or  his  time  to    Apollo  and    the 
Mufes.     Throughout  his  whole  works  there  is  no 
fuch  thing  as    an  ode  to  Calliope,    to  Mercian ,   to 
Venus,  to  Apollo  and  Diana,  to  his  lyre,  to  Bac- 
chus, or  to  Pan  ;   nothing  which  was  ever  intended 
as  a  rapture  of  poetry.  Is  it  not  then  fomewhat  very 
amazing,  if  we  coniider  him  in  this  fair  and  true 
light,  that  he  fhould   produce,  by  the  mere  force 
•of  taite  and  abilities,  without  any  laboured  correc- 
tion at  all,  fuch  wonders  in  the  poetic  ft  rain,  <is  to 
make  any  of  the  mo  ft  partial  of  his  admirers,  not 
only  prefer  him  to  all  the  poets  of   thefe  later  cen- 
turies, but  compare  him  to  that  immortal  genius  of 
the  Augufhm  age,. whole' whole  delight,  f  peculation, 
and  amufement,  whether  in  bed  or  in  the  fields,  Vs\  s 
in  meditating,  writing,  polifhing,  or  correcting  his 
verfcs  ?  S iu iff. 
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N.  B.  Whatever  verfes  are  marked  with  an  afte 
riik  *  prefixed,  are  not  Dr.  Swift's. 


CADENUS   and   VANESSA. 

Written  anno  1713. 

/    a  -^ H E  JJjspherds  and  the  nymphs  were  feen, 

Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  Queen. 
JL       The  counfel  for  the  fair  began, 
Accufing  the  falfe  creature,  man. 

The 


•{-  The  following  poems  chieffy  ccnfift  eilher  cf  hum  cur  or  fatire, 
and  very  often  of  both  together.  What  merit  they  may  have,  we 
confefs  ourfelvcs  to  be  no  judges  of  in  the  Jeaft j  but.,  out  of  due  re- 
gard ;o  a  writer,  from  whole  works  we  hope  to  receive  fomc  benefit, 
we  cannot  conceal  wnat  we  have  heard  from  fcvtral  perfons  of  great 
judgement,  that  the  author  never  was  known,  cither  in  verfe  or 
profe,  to  borrow  any  thought,  fimtle,  epithet,  or  particular  manner 
of  itile  \  but  whatever  he  writ,  whether  good,  bad,  or  indifferent, 

is- an  original  in  itieli". AUhougti  we   are  very  fenfible,   that  in 

fomc  of  the  following  poems,  the  ladies  may  refent  cerfzin  fatirical 
touches  agai uft  the  miflaken  conduct  in  fome  of  the  fair  fei  j  and 
that  icm.-.  warm  perfons  on  the  prevailing  fide  may  ceniure  this  au- 
thor, for  not  thinking  in  public  matters  exadlly  like  themfelv^s  ;  yet 
we  have  been  afiured,  by  feveral  judicious  and  learntd  gentlemen , 

L  z.  that 
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The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charge'd,          5 
On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarge'd  ;. 
That  Cupid  now  has  loft  his  art, 

Or  blunts  the  point  of  e\T>ry  dart  • 

His 


that  what  the  auther  hath  here  writ,  on  cither  of  thofe  two  fubjects, 
hath  no  other  aim  than  to  reform  the  e;rors  of  both  fexes.  It  the 
public  be  rght  in  its  conjectures  of  the  author,  nothing  is  bitter 
Juiovvn  in  London,  than  that  while  he  had  credit  at  the  court-  of 
Q^Anne,  he  employed  fo  much  of  it  in  favour  of  Whigs  in  both 
k;ngdoms,  that  the  miniftry  ufed  to  rally  him  as  the  advocate  of 
that  party  j.for  feveral  of  whom  he  got  employments,  and  prtfe/ved 
others  from  lofing  what  thev  had  :  of  which  feme  inftances  remain 
even  in  this  kingacm.  Bcfides,  he  then  writ  and  declared  agamft 
the  preti  nder  with  e^ual  zeal,  though  not  with  equal  fury,  as  any  of 
our  modern  Whigs  ;  of  which  party  he  always  profefled  himfelf  to 
he  as  to  politics,  as  the  reader  will  find  in  many  parts  of  his  works, 
JDhl.  edit.  1735, 

This  poem  is  founded  upon  an  offer  of  marriage,  made  by  a  young 
Jsdy  to.  her  preceptor.  Wb-ether  fuch  an  incident  really  happened, 
or  what  gave  the  poet  occafion  to  fuppofe  it,  need  not  here  be  inquir- 
ed. His  princi  al  defign  is  to  expofe  the  faults  and  follies  in  both 
fexes,  by  which  love  is. degraded,  and  marriage  rendered  fubfervier.it 
to  fordid  purpcfes. 

This  poem,  one  of  the  greateft  length,  and,  I  believe,  the  long- 
eft  ever  ccmpofed  by  the  Dean,  is  of  a  very  extraordinary  nature,  and 
upon  a  ver>  extraordinary  fubject.  As  a  ;  oem,  it  is  excellent  in  its 
kind,  perfectly  correct,  and  i-dmirably  conduced. 

Vanity  makes  terrible  devaftstion  in  a  female  breaft.  It  bitters 
down  all  refbdnts  of  rrodefty,  and  carries  away  every  feed  of  virtue. 
VaneiTa  wa<  exceffively  vain.  The  character  given  of  her  by  Cade- 
inis  is  fine  painting,  but  in  general  fictitious.  She  was  fond  of  drefs  j 
impatient  to  be  aimhed  ;  very  romantic  in  her  turn  ."-f  mind  5  (upe- 
rior,  in  her  own  opinion,  to  all  her  fex  ;  full  of  pertnefs,  gaiety, 
and  pride  ;  not  without  fome  agreeable  accomplishments,  but  far  from 
bemg  either  beautiful  or  genteel  5  ambitious,  at  any  rate,  to  be  e- 
fleemej  a  wit  ;  and,  with  that  view,  always  affecting  to  keep  com* 
pjny  with  wits  j  a  great  reader,  and  a  violent  admirer  of  poetry; 
happv  in  the  thoughts  of  being  reputed  Swift's  concubine  ;  but  ftill 
a-.ming  and  intending  to  be  his  wife;  by  nature  haughty  and  difdain- 
ful,  look  ing  with  the  pity  of  contempt  upon  her  inferiors,  and  with 
the  fmiles  o;  ielf-  approbation  upon  her  equals  5  but  upon  Dr.  Swift 
with  the  eyes  of  love.  Her  love  was  founded  in  vanity,  or,  to  ufe 
a  more  fafhionable  plirafe,  in  tafte,  His  own  lines  are  the  bcfi  proof 
of  my  afftrtion.  [Here  ihe  psrlkular  palTige  is  inferted,  beginning 
thus, 

"  Cadentis 
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His  altar  now  no  longer  fmokes, 

His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes  :  10 

This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine, 

And  brine  in  doubt  their  powers  divine ; 

XT 

Now 

"  Cadenus  many  things  had  wiit,  /.  510. 
and  ending  thus, 

"  Ncr  farther  locks,  but:  thinks  him  young,  /.  531.} 

The  prem  itfelf  is  dated  in  the  year  1713,  when  Swift  was  in  his 
meridian  altitude  5  favoured  by  the  couriers  5  flattered,  feared,  and 
admired,  by  the  greateft  men  in  the  nation. 

By  the  verfcs  which  I  have  already  recited,  it  may  be  prefumcd, 
that  the  lady  was  firft  firm  ten  with  the  fame  and  character  of  Cade- 
iii>s,  and  afterwards  with  his  pcrrfon.  Her  firft  thoughts  purfued  a 
phantc.m  ;  her  la:ter  paiiion  ctlred  a  fubfiance.  The  manner  in 
which  fhe  discovered  her  inclinations,  is  poetically  defcribed  in  thelc 
hnes.  [The  paflage  here  inierteJ,  begins  thus,  • 

"  She  own'd  the  vvandriug  of  her  thoughts,  /.  602. 
and  ends  thus, 

*'  Aim'd  at  the  head,   but  reach'd  the  heart,  /.  625.] 

Suppof'ng  this  account  to  be  true,  ?nd  T  own  I  can  fcarce  think  it 
tfherwile,  it  is  evident,  th?.t  the  fair  Vanefli  had  made  a  furpriiihg- 
progrefs  in  the  philofophic  declines  which  fhe  had.  received  fiorn  her 
preceptor.  His  ruies  were  certainly  of  a  moft  extraordinory  kind. 
He  taught  her,  that  vice,  as  foon  as  if  defied,  fhame,  was  immedi- 
ately changed  into  virtue  ;  that  vulgar  forms  were  not  binding  upon 
certain  choice  fpirits,  to  whom  either  the  wriungs  or  the  per  fans  of 
men  of  wit  were  acceptable.  She  heard  the  leflbn  with  attention., 
and  imbibed  the  philosophy  with  eagevnefs.  The  maxims  fuited  her 
exalted  turn  of  mind.  She  imagined,  that  if  the  theory  appeared  fo 
charming,  the  practice  muft  be  much  more  delightful.  The  clofe 
connection  of  foul  and  body  feemed  to  require,  in  the  eye  of  a  female 
Itrrlofopher,  that  each  /hould  fucceed  the  other  in  all  pleafurable  en- 
joyment-. The  former  had  b::en  fufficiently  regaled  5  why  mull  the 
latter  remain  unfatisfied  ?  "  Nature,"  faid  Vanilla,  '*  abhors  a.  ra- 
"  tuum,  and  Nature  ought  always  to  be  i  bcyed."  She  communicat- 
ed ihefe  fentiments  to  htr  tutor  ;  but  he  feemed  not  to  comprehend 
her  meaning,  nor  to  conceive  the  difilntik  tatknis  that  had.  takt-n 
rife  in  h's  own  fchool.  He  anf^ered  her  in  the  ncn-efili  t;a/  no,'i's, 
He  talked  of  friendship,  of  the  delights  of  re::fon,  of  yraiitude,  re- 
fp^ct  and  efteem.  He  almoft  preached  upon  virtue,  and  he  muttered 
ibrnt  indiftinct  phiafs;  concerning  chaftity, 

L  3  So 
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Now  lo.ve  is  dwindled  to  intrigue, 

\       A  i    ' 

And  marriage  grown  a  money-league. 

Which  crimes  aforefaid  (with  her  leave)  15 

Were  (as  we  humbly  did  conceive) 

Again  ft 

Sa  unaccountable  a  conduct  in  Cadenus  m3y  be  thought  rather  to 
proceed  from  defects  in  nature,  than  from  the  fcrupul  --us  difficulties 
af  a  tender  conference.  Such  a  fuppofition  will  (till  appear  more 
f  rong,  if  we  recoilc<ft  the  diilant  manner  in  which  Swift  cohabited 
with  Stella,  colder,  if  poflible,  after,  than  lefore  fhe  was  his  wife: 
and  I  now  re^olleil  feme  of  his  own  lines,  that  feerrt  to  confirm  the 
furmifu,  as  thwy  contain  an  iafiouation  againft  Vane!  a,  not,  per- 
haps fo  much  intended  to  wound  her  reputation,  as  to  fave  his  own, 
[The  pafTage  here  inferted,  begins  thus, 

"  But  what  fuccefa  VanefTa  met,  /.  Si  8. 
ir,d  ends  thus, 

"  Nor  fhall  the  confcic:is  mufe  unfold,  /.  $27.] 

It  is  impo/Tible  to  read  this  cruel  hint  without  great  indignation 
againft  the  confi  icus  mufe,  efpecialiy  as  it  is  the  finishing  ftroke  of 
a  piclure,  which  \vas  already  drawn  in  too  lo.jfe  a  garment,  arid  too 
unguarded  a  poflure.  In  this  iuflance,  I  am  afraid,  the  Dean  muft 
remain  Inextufable. 

VantfTu,  in  fome  time  after  the  death  of  her  fitter,  retired  to  Sf;l- 
bridr.e.  Spleen  and  difappointment  \\ere  the  companions  of  her  foli-< 
lade.  The  nanownefs  of  her  income,  the  coldnefs  of  her  lover,  the 
lofs  of  her  reputation,  all  contributed  to  make  her  miferable,  and  to 
increafe  the  fienzical  dlfpofition  of  her  mind.  In  this  melancholy 
fituatir/n  fhc  remained  fevcril  years  ;  during  which  time  Cadenus  vi- 
jfited  her  frequently.  Their  particular  converfation,  as  it  pa{fed 
•without  witneffts,  muft  for  ever  remain  unknown  :  but,  in  general, 
it  is  certain,  that  fhe  often  preffcd  l  im  to  marry  her.  H;s  anfwers 
were  ra  her  turns  of  wit  . han  p'-frtive  denials  ;  till  at  laft,  being  un- 
able to  fufiain  her  weight  cf  mifery  any  longer,  fhe  wri;  a  very  ten- 
der epiftle  to  Car.denus,  infilling  ptremptorily  upon  a«  ferious  an  an- 
iwer  and  an  immediate  acceptance,  or  ablo.ute  refufal  of  her  as  his 
v;ife.  His  reply  was  delivered  by  his  own  hand.  He  btought  it 
v;ith  him  when  he  made  h>s  final  vifit  at  Sclbridge,  and  throwing 
clown  the  letter  upon  her  table,  with  great  paffion  haftened  back  to 
his  horfe,  carryii.g  in  his  cwn  countenance  the  frown  of  anger  and 
indignation. 

Dr  Swift  had  a  natural  feverity  of  face,  which  even  his  fmiles 
ccul  fcarce  foften,  or  his  utmoft  gaiety  render  placid  and  ferene  : 
hut  when  that  fternnefs  of  vifage  was  increafed  by  rage,  it  is  fcarce 
fcffihle  to  imagine  locks  or  features  that  carried  in  t:.em  more  terror 
and  aufterity.  Van t (la  had  feen  him  in  all  tempers,  and  from  his 

outward 
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Againft  our  fov'reign  lady's  peace, 
Again  ft  the  ftatute  in  that  caie, 
Againft  her  dignity  and  crown: 
Then  pray'd  an-  anfvver,  and  fat  down,  2O 

The 


outward,  appearance  fhe  gueiTed  at  the  inward  content?  of  his  letter. 
Sl'.e  read  it  with  as  miKh  reiolution  as  the  prefent  cruelty  of  her  fate, 
and  the  raging  pride  of  her  heart  would  permit.  She  found  herfelf 
entirely  difvan.ed  from  his  friendfhip  and  convocation.  Her  offers 
were  treated  with  infolence  and  difdain.  She  met  with  reproaches 
iufixad  of  love,  and  with  tyranny  inftead  of  afFcdlion,  She  had  long, 
thrown  away  che  gentle  lenitives  of  virtue  ;  which,  upon  this  occa- 
fion,  might  have-  proved  hdrlirrg  ir  grecihnts  -to  fo  deep  and  fo  danger- 
ous a  wound.  S"-,e  had  preferred  v*it  to  religion,  fhe  had  utterly  de- 
ftroyed  her  character  and  her  conicience  ;  and  fhc  was  .now  fallen  a  • 
prey  to  the  horror  of  her  own  thoughts. 

Turn  vero  infe'.lx  fafis-extetrit'a  D'ido 
Mortem  ora; :  toe^et  cc&ii  convexa  tuerl,- 

She  did  not  furvive  many  days  the  letter  delivered  to  her  by  Cade- 

nus. TSuis  perifhed  ar  Selbridge,  under  all  the  agonies  of  defpair, 

Mrs.  E'iher  Vanhomrigh  5  a  miiCrable  example  of  an  ili-Oent  life, 
fantailic  wit,  vifionary  fchemes,  and  female  v. eaknefs.     Orrery. 

This  poem  is  built  on  the  fineft  modd  ;  fnp^orted  with  infinite 
humour,  wit,  and  gaiety  }  imbellifhed  with  ideas  the  moft  lovely 
and  delicate;  beautifully  adorned  with  variety  of  the  moft  a<tra£Hve 
images  ;  and  condiided  throughout  the  whole  with  fach  perfect  re- 
gularity, that,  beyond  ail  other  piece*,  whether  of  Dr,  Swift,  or  any 
pjet  ;hat  ever  writ  in  English,  it  appears  calculated  to  abide  the  fe- 
vered examination  of  critics. 

In  tne  apparatus  of  this  poem  we  find,  that  Venus,  the  goddefs 
of  love  and  beauty,  having  caufe  to  be  afraid,  upon  hearing  the  me- 
rits of  a  trial  between  the  nyrnphs  and  Shepherds,  that  her  fovereign- 
ty  migh;  be  called  in  qucfrion,  on  account  of  that  wretched  corrupt- 
ed ta(te  which  prevails  among  the  yruth  of  boih  fexes,  refelves  on  a 
political  expedient  to  m  Ltain  the  dignity  of  her  ihrone,  and  to  re- 
tiuce  lier  «e  'el.-ous  fubjedls  unto  the;r  loyalty,  tiicir  cliains,  and  their 
obe  liencc. 

Now,  this  debate,  which  was  fpun  out  f '  r  fixteen  years  between 
the  nymph1;  and  fhepherJs,  is  fi)i;pnicd  to  have  commenced  only  fome 
few  days  before  the  birth  of  Var.efTa.  But  the  Cyprian  Queen  hav- 
ing, in  ord:r  to  trv  an  experiment-,  f^lecled  V  nefla,  upon  the  day  of 
hei  birth,  from  all  the  reft  of  the  'ittle  female  world,  adorns  her 
with  every  gr.-ce  and  beauty,  that  is  fuppo'.e.i  to  a'irati  rhc  admira- 
tion of  the  ihephcrcs.  And,  to  complete  h  r  ti  rig,i,  fhe  prevails  on 
the  gou^efs  of  learning  (although  by  a  ilratagem)  to  pour  down  all 

her 
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The  nymphs  with  fcorn  beheld  their  foes: 
"When  the  defendant's  counfel   rofe, 
And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lack't, 
With  impudence  ov/n'd  all  the  fa<5l  ; 

But 


her  gifts  into  the  b:;{brn  of  this  delightful  girl.      [Here    fome   vci&s 
are  inserted,  beginning  thus, 

"  Thus,  to  the  world's  perpetual  fhame,   /.  43Z. 
and  ending  thus, 

"  Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light,  /.  443  ] 

Here   let  us   flop,  and  take  an  impartial  view  of  this  inchanting 
fair.      With  regard  to  the  beauty,  the  elegance,  the  graces,  and  the 
fweetnefs  of  her  perfor,  fhe   is   beyond    all    contradiction,  to  ute  aa- 
expreiriun  cf  Parnel, 

"  All  b.ight  as  an  angel  new-dropt  from  the  ikies. 

And  with  regard  to  the  accomplishments  of  the  mind,  her  foul  is  en- 
dued   with    knowledge,    judgement,  wit,    decency,    modefty,  truth, 
jufV.ce,  fortitude,  honour,  petite  'efs,  generofiry,   v.  i'dom,  and  every 
other  vi'tue  \vhich  can  poflibly  enter  into  the  compufition  of  the  moft 
iJluftro'.is  ch.irafter.     She  had  a  frul  worthy  to  be  the  inhabitant  of 
fo  beautiful,   fo  angelic,  a  manfion.      However,  to  fpeak   a     a  critic, 
it  matters  not  whe-her  V'anefTa  be  a  veil  or  a  fictitious  charafler.     If 
indeed  the  cbsrafter  be  drawn  from  real  life,  we  muft  infift  upon  it, 
that  VanefTa  behaved  heiftif,  throughout  all  the  habitudes  and  vicifii- 
tudes  cf  life,  with  unbiemifhed  honour  ;    as   in   truth   her  character 
would  not  othsrwifc  have  been  even  poetically  iuft  ;  and  confequently 
the  poem,  inftead  of  being  univrfjlly  admired  for  its  fuperior  excel- 
lencies, w  :uld  (to  fpeak  in  the  ftile  of  critics)  have  been  damred,  on 
hs  firft  appearance,  for  its  inaccuracies  and  inconfiftencies.      On  the 
other  h::nd,  if  the  character  be  fictitious,  the  whole  is  a  fable;  and 
eonfeqaentiy  there  never  exifted  any  fuch  peifon  as  the  charming  Va- 
neir..      It  is  certain,  however,  that  among  'he    poets    we   frequently 
meet   with   characters,  efpecially  when  compliments  are  addreJled  to 
fome  particular  favourites  in  ih&  grande  mo~.de,  which  are  partly  real, 
and  partly  fiftit  ous.     What  I  mean    by  real   is,  when  fome  perfon- 
really  and  uu!y  exifting,   is  generally  undei  flood  to   be  the  objecl:  of 
the  poet's  complaifance  ;   and  what  I  mean  by  fiftitiou    is,  when  the 
poet,  wither  any  regard  to  truth,  elegantly  difplayS  :he  finenefs  and 
delic.Ky  uf  his  own  tafte,  in  all  the  carreffes  of  gallantry,  polic^nefs, 
courrfhip,  and  addref1:,  unto  this  real,  not  imaginary  lady.      For  ex- 
ample,  were   a  poet   t,>  inlert   the  name  of  fome   little',   nut-b:own, 
triflirg  girl,   under  the  portrjit  r-i:  all  thit  is  beauui'u),  accor-pi;0;ed, 
and  adorable,  in  the  faired  of  the  creation  3  his  compliment        aid 

neverthelefs 
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But,  what  the  gentleft  heart  would  vex,  25 

L:iid  all  the  fault  on  t'other  fex. 
That  modern  love  is  no  fuch  thing,. 
As  what  thofe  ancient  paets  fing  ;. 

A  fire 


neverthelefs  be  extremely  polite-;  no  matter  for  the  refembknce. 
Figures,  we  all  know,  are  detuned  for  pcderiiy  ;  ard  pofterity  cares 
net  whether  in  facl  'he.  picture  was  draw;  fr  n\  ir.e  life,  or  was  only 
imaginary.  They  fee  5  they  ^re  pleaful  ;  '.hey  incjui'e  rr;  further. 
The  moil  remarkable  mftance  of  this  kind  thai  we  know  of  among  all 
the-  poets,  ancient  or  modern,  is  that  of  Prior's  C.iloe,  who  \vns  a 
cheerful,  gay,  facetiou  ,  old  woman,  thut  ufej  to  laugh  with  a  pro- 
lufion  of  gocd  humour,  until  fhe  was  almoft  ready  to  die,  at  the  con- 
ceit of  her  bting  a  port's  fiaine.  An?  Prior,  we  rmy  be  furc,  -.vas  e- 
qually  ddighte  i  with  the  excellence  of  her  underftajlckig*  Va  leila 
was  perhap:  ano'.her  remarkable  infbnce  of  this  kin.i  ;  for,  as  tnepoet 
has  exprcfsiy  declared,  that  "  lier  =  ..me  on  earth  Iliall  not  bt  told/* 
we  aic  by  no  means  at  liberty  to  to  m  any  conicclu-es  about  Ivr.  It 
is- affirmed,  however,  that  Vaneilj  w;  s  in  love  with  C.ide  ,u.,  and 
declared  it  to  him  after  a  (irange  manner  That  VaneLa  might  have 
likeJ  C'denus,  at  lea'i  the  poeticaj  V.  •  in,  \ve  cannot  make  any 
fort  of  d  ubt,  becaufc  we  are  expr^fsly  teld  -o.  The  manner  in  which 
fiie  declared  her  pafTion  to  ium,  is  only  to  be  collected  from  rhe  poem 
iffelf  ;  whe.ein  ;ve  f.nd,  that,  after  an  apology  founded  on  maxims 
truly  phiK.fo  Iiical,  flic  reveals  her  fen.imencs  in  the  follov.'ing  terms. 
[Here  feme  verfcs  are  inferted>  beginning  thus. 

lt  J  knew,  by  what  yon  faid  and  writ,  /.  618, 
and  ending  thus, 

"  Airn'd  at  the  head,  hut  reached  the  heart,  /.  623.] 

The  remainder  of  the  converfation  between  Chdenus  and  VanefTa,  for 
half  a  dozen  pages  together,  is  evidently  nothing  more  than  a  flight 
of  imagination,  wholly  dcflgned  for  the  entertainment  of  thole  who 
have,  a  reliih  for  comrcntioii,  and  a  tafte  for  poetry.  But  fuppofing 
it  was  fome  real  Vanefla  that  liktd  Cacenuc ;  or,  in  plain  terms, 
fuppofing  that  Tviifs  Vanhomrigh,  had  a  pafTion  for  Dr.  Swifr,  is  ihere 
any  crime  in  love?  Far  from  it:  the  voice  of  God,  and  the  voice  of 
nature,  fpeak  ;he  direcl  contrary.  The  worft  that  can  be  faid  cf  it, 
is,  that  Vanefla,  who  had  really  and  tiuly  been  educated  under  the 
infpe&ion  of  C-denus,  (a  man  beyond  all  others  upon  earth,  whofe 
delight  was  to  give  inftrtxflion  to  young  people,  end  efpecially  to 
young  women),  hai  not  fufficiently  confuiercd,  that  in-  love  we  are 
all  fportfm.n,  careiefs  of  joys  that  are  \vithin  our  reach,  and  perpe- 
tually driving  after  the  fiy;ng  game.  Ncverthekfs,  to  maintain  the 
dignity  of  her  fex,  and  to  apolouize  for  this  little  failure  in  point  of 
discretion,  (thai  cool,  fober  quality,  not  virtue,  .of  i.he  rrLnd;  which 

freciueutly, 


1 3o  MISCELLANIES  IN  VERSE. 

A  fire   celeftial,  chafte,  refin'd, 

Conceiv'd  and  kindled  in  the   mind  ;  3«r 

Which  having  found    an  equal  flame 

Unites,  and  both  become  the  fame, 

In 

i 

frequently,  or  rv,tuer  notwwfly,  preGdes  in  that  breaft  where  ev.ry 
humane,  generou:,,  and  Tpiii  ed  a-rcction  of  the  foul  is  wanting),  fhe 
av.iileth  h:rielf  of  the  Doctor's  own  m.txims,  before  fhe  adv-ntures 
to  impart  the  moil  tender  of  her  fentiments  to  an  old  experienced 
man,  \\hofe  heart,  liki  a  rock  of  adamant,  was  incapable  of  imprcf- 
fions.  [Here  fome  verfcs  are  inferted,  beginning  thus, 

"  She  well  remember' d  to  her  coft,  /.  604. 
and  ending  thus, 

"  Now,  faid  the  nymph,  &c.  /.  614.] 

However,  in  juftice  to  the  honour  and  reputation  of  Vanefia,  we 
are  obliged  to  remark,  thai  Cadenus,  from  his  earlieft  youth,  had 
been  always  a  courtier  of  the  women,  as  far  as  words,  and  term?,  and 
politenefs,  and  gallantry,  without  profefling  any  degree  of  fincerity, 
conftancy,  and  love,  can  recommend  a  cavalier  to  their  fervice.  And 
this  we  are  told  in  the  following  lines. 

14  Cadenus,   common  forms  apart, 

"  In  ev'ry  fcene  had  kept  his  heart, 

"  Had  figh'd  and  lan-uiih'd,  vow'd  and  writ, 

"  For  paltimi,  or  to  fhew  his  wit,"  /.  540. — ~~543« 

But  fure  it  is,  that  cmrtChip  and  addrefs,  without  any  proteftatlcns- 
of  fidelity  and  love,  may  be  carried  fo  me  what  too  far;  as  the  deport- 
ment of  C;d;nus  to  the  bejuiiiul  and  accomplifhcd  Vanefla^  in  this 
poetic.il  reprefentation  of  gal'antry,.  fuffitienily  dtmonftrates.  Is  it 
therefore  any  matter  of  aftonifhm^nt,  that  VaneiTa  (before  whom 
CadvTin-  mi^ht  '"i.ive  fighed  and  languished,  and  to  whom  at  particular 
times  he  might  have  both  vowed  and  written)  fhould  have  been  en- 
couraged to  hope,  as  ihe  iiked  his  perfon,  and  was  enamoured  of  his 
writings,  that  ihe  might  have  carried  off  b  g*Iorious  a  prize  from  a.:l 
the  reft  of  her  contemporaries?  Allowing  this  to  have  been  the 
c.afe,  which  is  perhaps  agreeable  to  truth,  as  well  as  to  common  re- 
por,  Van  ffa's  declaration  to  h;r  admired  Cadenus,  may  without 
•violence  be  interpreted  into  a  gentle  demand  of  thofe  tender  affec- 
tions, which,  from  the  current  of  his  behaviou;  towards  her,  ihe 
had  a  tight  to  expect. 

I  have  been  a  (lined,  that  Mifs  Vanhomrigh  was,  in  her  general 
converie  with  the  world,  as  far  from  encouraging  any  ftile  ot  ad- 
drefs,  inconfi-lent  with  the  rules  of  honour  and  good  breeding,  as 
any  woman  alive.  Neither  can  it  be  faid,  if  any  conclusions  may 

be 
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•In  dLfTrent  breafts  together  burn, 
Together  both  to  afhes    turn. 

But  women  now  feel  no  fuch  fire,  35 

And  only  know   the  grofs  defire. 
Their  paffions  move  in  lower  fpheres, 
Where'er  caprice  or  folly  fteers. 
A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape, 
-Or  fome  worfe  brute  in  human  ihape, 
Ingrois  the  fancies  of   the   fair, 
The  few  foft  moments  they  can  fpare, 
-From  vifits  to  receive  and  pay  ; 
From  fcandal,  politics,  and  play ; 


-be  drawn  from  her  appearance  and  behaviour  in  Ireland,  that  fhe 
vas  either  a  vain  woman,  or  fond  of  drefs  ;  although  fhe  was  ex- 
tremely nice  and  delicate,  zs  well  in  the  cleanlinefs  of  her  perfon,  as 
in  every  thing  fhe  wore.  Her  only  misfortune  was,  that  fhe  had  a 
paffion  for  Dr.  Swift,  which  was  not  to  be  conquered;  although  it 
is  a  point  inconteflible,  that  Dr.  Swift  had  never  once  made  her  the 
moft  diflant  overtures  of  marriage.  jkn<\  this  paffion  was  in  all  pro- 
bability the  remote  caufe  of  her  death.  She  languished  for  fjme 
years;  and  fell  into  a  consumption ;  neither  was  ftie  convinced  that 
Dr.  Swift  was  married  to  Mrs.Johnfton,  until  about  two  months  be- 
fore her  deceafe.  She  was  at  laft  carried  oft"  by  a  fever,  in  the  year 
3723,  and  in  the  37th  year  of  her  age. 

Thus   died  at  Seibridge,  worthy  of  an  happier  fate,  the  celebrated 
Mrs.  Efther  Vanhomrigh,  a  martyr  to  love  and  conftancy, 

"  Herfed  in  Death's  cold,  frozen  arms, 
"  Lie  deep  intomb'd  VanefTa's  charms  j 
"  TransfiVd  by  Love's  unerring  dart, 
t(  The  gentle  fair  indulg'd  the  fmart  ; 
<*  For  twice  fix  long  revolving  years 
tf  Her  days  were  fpent  in  fighs  and  tears  ; 
"  He  tender  frame  at  laft  decay'd, 
*'  Slie  quits  the  world  a  lifeleis  (hade  j 
"  Nor  can,  alas  !  the  grave  fee  ore 
<f  Her  virtues  unconupt  and  pure  ! 

"  Vanefla's  fate  in  mournful  (trains 
"  Bewail,  ye  nymphs,  and  fhcphcrd  fvvains ; 
"et  Ye  tuneful  choirs,  to  whom  belong 
"  The  powers  of  verfe,   in  pLintive  fong 
"  Bewail  the  nymph,  v.  ho  dy'd  to  prove, 
**  "J~ba:  rfafon  ivas  her  guide  in  /cir." 

Sici 
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From  fans,  and  flounces,  and  brocades,  45 

From  equipage  and  park-parades, 

From  all  the  thouiand  female  toys, 

From  ev'ry  trifle  that  employs 

The  out  or  iniide  -of  their  heads, 

Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds.  50 

In  a  dull  ftream,  which,  moving  flow, 
You  hardly  tee  the  current  flow; 
If  a  fmall  breeze  obftructs  the  courfe, 
It  whirls  about  for  want  of  force, 
And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers  5$ 

Nothing  but  chaff,  and  ftraws,  and  feathers  : 
The  current  of  a  female  mind 
Stops  thus,  and  turns  with  ev'ry  wind; 
Thus  whirling  round,  together  draws 
Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chaff  and  ftraws.       6© 
Hence  we  conclude,  no  womens  hearts 
Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parts  ; 
Nor  are  the  men  of  fenfe  to  blame, 
For  breads  incapable  of  flame ; 
The  fault  muft  on  the  nymphs  be  placed,  65 

Grown  fo  corrupted  in  their  tafte. 

The  pleader,  having  fpoke  his  beft, 
Had  witneis  ready  to  attefl, 
Who  fairly  could  on  oath  depofe, 
When  queflions  on  the  fact  arofe,  70 

That  ev'ry  article  was  true  ; 
Nor  further  thvfe  deponents-kneiui 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  infift, 
The  bill  might  be  with  cofts  difmift. 

The  caufe  appear'd  of  fo  much  weight,  75 

That  Venus,  from  her  judgement-feat, 
Defir'd  them  not  to  talk  fo  loud, 
Elfe  flie  mufHnterpofe  a  cloud  : 
For  if  the  hcav'nly  folk  fho-uld  know 
Thefe  pleadings  in  the  cowts  below,  80 

That  mortals  here  difdain  to  love, 
She  ne'er  could  Hiew  her  face  above; 

For 
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For  gods,  their  betters,  are  too  wife 

To  value  that  which  men  defpife. 

And  then,  faid  fhe,  my  fon  and  I  85 

Muft  ftroll  in  air,  'twixt  earth  and  iky; 

Or  elfe,  iliut  out  from  heav'n  and  earth, 

Fly  to  the  fea,  my  place  of  birth ; 

There  live  with  daggled  mermaids  pent, 

And  keep  on  iifh  perpetual  lent.  90 

But,  fince  the  cafe  appear'd  fo  nice, 
She  thought  it  ben:  to  take  advice, 
The  Mufes,  by  their  king's  permifion, 
Though  foes  to  love,  attend  the  feffion, 
And  on  the  right  hand  took  their  places  95 

In  order;  on  the  left,  the  Graces: 
To  whom  Ihe  might  her  doubts  propofe 
On  all  emergencies  that  role. 
The  Mules  oft  were  feen  to  frown  ; 
The  Grates  half-aiham'd  look  down  ;  100 

And,  'twas  obferv'd,  there  were  but  few 
Of  either  fox  among  the  crew, 
Whom  fhe  or  her  arTefTbrs  knew. 
The  goddefs  foon  began  to  fee, 
Things  were  not  ripe  for  a  decree  ;  105 

And  faid,  fhe  muft  confult  her  books, 
The  lovers'  Fletas,  Braetons,  Cokes. 
Firft  to  a  dapper  clerk  (he  beckon'd 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  fecond; 
She  then  referr'd  them  to  a  place  1 10 

In  Virgil,  (vide  Dido's  cafe)  : 
As  for  Tibulius's  reports, 
They  never  pafs'd  for  law  in  courts  : 
For  Cowley's  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 
Stil!  their  authority  was  fmaller  1 1 5 

There  was  on  both  fides  much  to  fay ; 
She'd  hear  the  caufe  another  day  : 
And  fo  Ihe  did,  and  then  a  third  ; 

She- heard  it there  fhe  kept  her  word  : 

But  with  rejoinders  and  replies,  I2O 

Long  bills  and  anfwers  fruff'd  with  lies, 

VOL.  VII,  M  Demnr; 
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Demur,  imparlance,  and  eflbign, 

The  parties  ne'er  could  iiiue  join  : 

For  fixteen  years  the  caufe  WHS  fpun, 

And  then  ftood  where  it  firft  begun.  12? 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  iing  or  fay, 
What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay 
The  goddefs,  much  perplexM  in  mind 
To  fee  her  empire  thus  declin'd, 
When  fir  ft  this  grand  debate  arofe,  130 

Above  her  wifdom  to  compofe, 
Conceiv'd  a  project  in  her  head 
To  work  her  ends ;  which,  if  it  fped, 
Would  lhe\v  the  merits  of  the  caufe 
Far  better  than  confulting  laws.  135 

Tn  a  glaVi  hour  Lucina's  aid 
Produce'd  on  earth  a  wondrous  maid, 
On  whom  the  queen  of  love  was  bent 
To  try  a  new  experiment, 

She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  fhelf,  140 

And  thus  debated  with  herfelf 

Since  men  alledge,  they  ne'er  can  find 
Thole  beauties  .in  a  female  mind, 
Which  raife  a  flame  that  will  endure 
For  ever  uncorrupt  and  pure  ;  14^ 

If  'tis  with  reafon  they  complain, 
This  inftant  iliall  reitore  my  reign. 
I'll  fjardi  where  ev'ry  virtue  dwells, 
From  courts  inclufive  down  to  cells  ; 
What  preachers  talk,  or  fages  wihe  :  150 

Thcf.-  I  will  gather  arid  unite, 
And  reprelent  them  to  mankind 
Collected  in  that  infant's  mind. 

This  laid,   ihe  plucks  in  heav'n's  high  bow'rs 
A  fprig  of  amaranthine  flow'rs,  j^r 

In  nectar  thrice  infufes  bays. 

*        * 

Three  times  refin'd  in  Titan's  rays; 

Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid, 

And  fprinkles  thrice  the  new-born  maid  : 

From 
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From  whence  the  tender  (kin  aluimes  160 

A  fweetnefs  above  all  perfumes  : 

From  whence  a  cleanlinefs  remains, 

Incapable  of  outward  flams  : 

From  whence  that  decency  of  mind, 

So  lovely  in  the  female  kind  ;  165 

Where  not  one  carelels  thought  intrudes, 

Lcfs  modeft  than  the  fpeech  of  prudes  ; 

Where  never  blufh  was  call'^d  in  aid, 

Thas  fpurious  virtue  in  a  maid, 

A  virtue  but  at  iecond-hand  ;  if& 

They  blulh,  becauie  they  underftand. 

The  Graces  nex,t  would  act  their  part, 
And  ihew'd  but  little  of  their  art  ; 
Their  work  was  half  already  done, 
The  child  with  native  beauty  ilione  ;  175 

The  outward  form  no  help  requir'd  : 
Each  breathing  on  her  thrice,   infpir'cl 
That  gentle,  foff,  engaging  air, 
Which  in  old  times  adorn 'd  the  fair  : 
And  laid,   "  Vanejfa  be  the  name  1 80 

"  By  which  thou  {halt  be  known  to  fame  ; 
"  Vancffa>  by  the  gods  inroUM  : 
"  Her  name  on  earth— fhall  not  be  told." 

But  fHll  the  work  was  not  complete  ; 
When  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit.  185" 

prawn  by  her  doves  away  ihe  flies, 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  ikies  : 
Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  morn 
To  fee  a  lovely  infant  born  ; 

A  boy  in  yonder  Hie  below,  193 

So  like  my  own  without  his  bow, 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  w on, 
You'd  fwear  it  is  Apollo's  fon. 
But  it  {hall  ne'er  be  faid,  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  fpoil'd;  195 

I  have  enough  befides  to  fpare, 
And  givs  him  wholly  to  your  care. 

M  2  WifdomV 
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Wifdom's  above  fufpecling  wiles  : 
The  queen  of  learning  gravely  fmiles, 
Down  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy,  2Of 

Miftakes  VaneiTa  for  a  boy  ; 
Then  fo\vs  within  her  tender  mind 
Seeds  long  unknown  to  womankind  r 
For  manly  bofoms  chiefly  fit, 

The  feeds  of  knowledge,  judgement,  wit.  205 

Her  foul  was  fuddenly  endu'd 
With  juftice,  truth,,  and  fortitude  ; 
With  honour  which  no  breath  can  frain, 
Which  malice  muft  attack  in  vain  ; 
With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand.  210 

But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  ftand ; 
She  knew  in  our  degenerate  days 

Bare  virtue  could  not  live  on  praife  ; - 

lhat  meat  muft  be  with  money  bought  : 

She  therefore,  upon  fecond  thought,  215 

lafus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  ftealth, 

iSome  fmall  regard  for  ftate  and  wealth  ; 

Of  which,  as  flie  grew  up,  there  ftay'd 

A  tincture  in  the  prudent  maid  ? 

She  manage'd  her  eflate  with  care,  22» 

Yet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 

But,  left  he  fhould  neglect  his  ftudies 

Like  a  young  heir  the  thrifty  goddefs 

(For  fear  young  mafter  ihould  be  fpoii'd) 

Would  ufe  him  like  a  younger  child ;  22£. 

And,  after  long  computing,  found 

'Twonld  come  to  juft  five  thoufand  pound. 

The  queen  of  love  was  pleas'd,  and  proud, 
To  fee  VanefTa  thus  endow'd  : 

She  doubted  not  but  fuch  a  dame  23^ 

Thro'  cv'ry  breaft  would  dart  a  flame  ; 
That  ev'ry  rich  and  lordly  fwain 
"With  pride  would  drag  about  her  ; 
That  fcholars  would  forfake  their  books 
To  fludy  bright  VanefTa's  looks ;  235 

As 
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As  flie  advance'd,  that  womankind 

Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind, 

And  all  their  conduct  would  be  try'd 

By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide  ; 

Offending  daugters  oft  would  hear  24© 

VanefTa's  praife  rung  in  their  ear  : 

Mils  Betty,  when  fhe-  does  a  fault, 

Lcrs  fall  her  knife,   or  f pills  the  fait,. 

Will  thus  be  by  ht-r  mother  chid, 

"   Tis  what  Vmc£a  never  did."  24$' 

Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  fwains  ador'd, 

My  pow'r  ihall  be  again  reftor'd, 

And  happy  lovers  blefs  my  reign 

So  Venus  hop'dj  bin  hop'd  in  vain. 

For  when  in  time  thr  n.artlal  maui  250 

Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd, 
She  lhakes  her  helm,   ihe  knits  her  brows, 
And  iir'd  uith  indip;nation  vows; 

<-S  * 

To-morrow,  ere  the  fettirg  fun, 

She'd  all  undo  that  ilie  had  done.  255 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find, 
A  wholefome  law,  time  out  of  mind, 
Had  been  confirm 'd  by  fate's  decree, 
That  gods,   of  whatfoe'er  degree, 
rUiume  not  what  themfelves  have  giv'n,:  260 

Or  any  brother-god  in  heav'n  ; 
Which  keeps  the  peace  among  the  gods,  . 
Or  they  mult  always  Lr.  at  odds  : 
And  Pallas,  if  ihe  broke  the  laws, 
Muft  yield  her  foe  the  ftronger  caufe  j  265 

A  (liams  to  one  fo  much  ador'd 
For  wiMom  at  Jove's  council-board. 
Beiides,  Hie  fear'd  the  queen  of  love 
Would  meet  with  better  friends  above, 
And-tho"  (he  mu ft  with  grief  reflect,  270 

To  fee  a  mortal  virgin  cleck'd 
With  graces  hitherto  unknown 
To  fern  ale- breafts,  except  her  owa-j 

M  3 
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Yet  fhe  would  act  as  beft  became 

A  goddefs  of  unfpotted  fame,  275 

She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 

Venus  would  fail  in  her  defign  : 

She  ftudy'd  well  the  point,  and  found 

Her  foe's  conditions  were  not  found, 

From  premiflcs  erroneous  brought,  28© 

And  therefore  the  deduction's  nought, 

And  mull  have  contrary  effects, 

To  what  her  treach'rous  foe  expects. 

In  proper  feafon  Pallas  meets. 

The  queen  of  love,  whom  thus  {he  greets;         285 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told, 
Can  in  celeftial  language  fcold). 
Perfidious  goddefs  !  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  this  project  in  your  brain, 
A  project  for  thy  talents  fit,  290 

With  much  deceit  and  little  wit. 
Thou  haft,  as  thou  {halt  quickly  fee, 
Decuiv'd  thyfelf,  inftead  of  me  : 

j  ' 

For  how  can  heav'nly  wifdom  prove 

An  instrument  to  earthly  love  ?  295 

Know'ft  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commence 

Thy  votaries  for  want  of  fenfe  ? 

Nor  fhall  Vaneffa  be  the  theme 

To  manage  thy  abortive  fcheme  : 

She'll  prove  the  greateft  of  thy  foes  ;  300 

And  yet  I  fcorn  to  interpofe. 

But  uling  neither  {kiil  nor  force, 

Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  courfe. 

The  goddefs  thus  pronounce'd  her  doom  : 
When,  lo  !   VanefTa  in  her  bloom  305 

Advance'd.  like  Atalanta's  ftar, 
But  rarely  feen,  and  feen  from  far  : 
In  a  n  w  world  with  caution  flept, 
Watch'd  all  the  company  {he  kept, 
Well  knowing,   from  the  books  ihe  read,  310 

What  dang'rous  paths  young  virgins  tread  : 

Would 
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Would  feldom  at  the  park  appear, 

Nor  faw  the  playhoufe  twice  a-year ; 

Yet,  not  incurious,  was  inclined 

To  know  the  converfe  of  mankind.  31$' 

Firft  rffu'd  from  perfumer's  fhopa 
A  croud  of  fashionable  fo-ps  : 
They  aik'd  her  how  fhe  lik'd  the  play  ? 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day  ; 
A  duel  fought  laft  night  at  two,  320 

About  a  lady you  know  who  j; 

Mention'd  a  new  Italian,  come 

Either  from  Mufcovy  or  Rome  ; 

Gave  hints  of  who  and  who's  together  : 

Then  fdl  to  talking  of  the  weather  ;  325; 

Laft  night  was  fo  extremely  fine, 

The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine, 

Then  in  foft  voice,  and  fpeech  abfurd,. 

With  nonienfe  ev'ry  fecond  word, 

With  fufrian  from  exploded  plays,  330 

They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praiie  ;. 

Run  o'er  their  cant  of  ftupid  lies,. 

And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyesv 
With  filent  fcorn  Vanefla  fat, 

Scarce  lift'ning  to  their  idle  chat  ;-  335 

Further  than  ibmetimes  by  a  frown, 

When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  down. 

At  laft  Hie  fpitefully  was  bent 

To  try  their  wifdom's  full  extent; 

And  laid  (he  valu'd  nothing  lefs  340 

Than  titks,  figure,  fhape  and  drefs  ; 

That  merit  mould  be  chiefly  place'd 

In  judgement,  knowledge,  wit,  and  tafte  ; 

And  thefe,   fhe  offdr'd  to  diipute, 

Alone  diftinguifh'd  man  from  from  biute  :         345 

That  prefent  times  have  no  pretence 

To  virtue,  in  the  noble  fenfc 

By  Greeks  and  Romans  underftood, 

To  perilh  for  our  country's  good. 

She 
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She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  round,  350 

Explain' d  for  what  they  were  renown'd  j 
Then  fpoke  with  cenfure,  or  applaufe, 
Of  foreign  cuftoms,  rites,  and  laws ; 
Through  nature  and  through  art  ihe  range'd, 
And  gracefully  her  fubject  change'd  :  355" 

In  vain  :  her  hearers  had  no  fhare 
Th  all  fhe  fpoke,  except  to  flare. 
Their  judgement  was  upon  the  whole, 

That  lady  is  the  dullefr.  foul • 

Then  tipt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer,  363 

As  who  mould  fay fhe  wants  it  here  ; 

She  may  be  handfome,  young,  and  rich, 
But  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witch. 
A  party  next  of  glitt'ring  dames, 
From  round  the  purleus  of  St.  James,  365 

Came  early  out  of  pure  goqd-will, 
To  fee  the  girl  in  defhabille. 

o 

Their  clamour,  'lighting  from  their  chairs, 

Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  flairs  ; 

At  entrance  loudeft;  where  they  found  37° 

The  room  with  volumes  litter'd  round. 

Vanerla  held  Montaigne,  and  read, 

S_J  *  ' 

Whilft  Mrs.  Sufan  comb'd  her  head. 
They  call'd  for  tea  and  chocolate, . 
And  fell  into  their  ufual  chat,  375 

Difcourfing,  with  important  face, 
On  ribands,  fans,  and  gloves  and  lace  ; 
Shew'd  patterns  jufl  from  India  brought, 
"And  gravely  alk'd  her  what  ilie  thought; 
"Whether  the  red  or  green  were  bell,  380. 

And  what  they  coft  ?  VunefTa  gucft 
As  came  into  her  fancy  flnl  ; 
Nam'd  half  the  rates,   and  lik'd  the  worft. 

To  fcandal  next What  awkward  thing 

Was  that  lail  Sunday  in  the  ring  ?  385. 

I'm  forry  Mopfa  breaks  ib  faft  ; 
I  faid  her  face  wcv>kl  never  laft. 

Corinna, 
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Corinna,  with  that  youthful  air, 

Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  fpare : 

Her  fondnefs  for  a  certain  Earl  390 

Began  when  I  was  but  a  girl. 

PhiHis,  who  but  a  month  ago 

"Was  marry 'd  to  the  Tunbridge  bean,. 

I  law  coquetting  t'other  night 

In  public  with  that  odious  knight.  395, 

They  rally 'd  next  Vanefla's  drefs  : 
That  gown  was  made  for  old  Queen  Befs. 
Dear  Madam,  let  rae  fee  your  head  i 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  !  4°° 

Sure,  you  are  not  afham'd  to  ftoop 
With  handibme  garters  at  your  knees, 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  fees. 

Fill'd"  with  difdain,  with  rage  inflam'd, 
Both  of  herfelf  and  fex  afham'd,  405 

The  nymph  flood  filent  out  of  iplght, 
Nor  would  vouchfafe  to  fet  them  right. 
Away  the  fair  detractors  went. 
And  gave  by  turns  their  eenfures  vent. 
She's  not  fo  handfome  in  my  eyes  :•  410 

For  wit,  I  wonder  where  it  lies. 
She's  fair  and  clean,  and  that's  the  moft  :- 
But  why  proclaim  her  her  for  a  toaft  ? 
A  baby  face,   no  life,  no  airs, 

But  what  flie  learn 'd  at  country-fairs  ;  415 

Scarce  knows  what  diff 'rence  is  between 
Rich  Flanders  lace  and  Colberteen.. 
I'll  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 
In  flounces  hath  a  better  fancy. 
With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  aik  420 

Her  judgement  how  to  buy  a  malic. 
We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face, 
She  never  hit  one  proper  place  ; 
Which  ev'ry  girl  at  five  years  old 

Can  do,  as  foon  as  ilie  is  told.  425 

I  own 
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I  own,  that  out-of-faihion  frufF 

Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 

The  girl  might  pafs-,  if  we  could  get  her 

To  know  the  world  a  little  better. 

(70  know  the  world!  a  modern  phrafe  430 

For  v ilics,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays). 

Thus  to  the  world's  perpetual  fhame, 
The  queen  of  beauty  'oft  her  aim. 
Too  late  with  grief  Ihe  underftood, 
Pallas  had  done  more  harm  than  good  :  435 

For  great  examples  are  but  vain, 
Where  ignorance  begets  diilhin, 
Both  fexes,  arm'd  with  guilt  and  fpite, 
A  gain  ft  Vaneiia's  pow'r  unite  : 
To  copy  her  few  nymphs  afpir'd  ;  440 

Her  virtues  fewer  /wains  admir'd. 
So  iiui's  beyond  a  certain  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light. 

+J 

Yet  fome  of  either  lex,  endow'd 
With  gifts  fuperior  to  the  croud,  44>: 

With  virtue,  knowledge,  tafte,  and  wit,. 
She  condefcend  to  admit. 
With  pleafing  arcs  fhe  could  reduce 
Mens  talents  to  their  proper  uie  ; 
And  with  addrefs  each  genius  held  45la 

To  that  wherein  it  moft  exceli'd  ;. 
rrhus  making  others  wifdom  knov/n, 
Could  pleafe  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  modeft  youth  fa  id  fomething  new; 
She  place'd  it  in  the  ftrongeft  view.  45^ 

All  humble  worth  (he  ftrove  to  raife  ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praife., 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach, . 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach  : 
Some  clergy  too  fhe  wouW  allow,  460 

Nor  quarrell'd  at  their  awkward  bow. 
But  this  was?  for  Cadenns'  fake, 
A  gownman  of  a  d  iff 'rent  make  ^ 

Whom 
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Whom  Pallas,  once  Vanefia's  tutor, 

Had  nVd  on  for  her  coadjutor.  465 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mifchief,  longs 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vain  : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain  ; 
Vows  on  VaiidTa's  heart  to  take  •  470 

'"Due  vengeange  for  her  patron's  fake. 
Thofe  early  feeds  by  Venus  fown, 
In  fpite  of  Pallas,  -now  were  grown ; 
And  Cupid  hop'd,   they  would  improve 
.By  time,  and  ripen  into  love  475 

The  boy  made  ufe  of  all  his  craft, 
In  vain  difcharging  many  a  {haft, 
Pointed  at  col'nels,   lords,  and  beaux  -: 
Cadenus  warded  off  the  blows  ; 
For,  placing  ft  ill  foine  book  betwixt,  480 

The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd, 
?Or,  often  blunted  and  recoiPd, 
On  Plutarch's  morals  itruck,  were  fpoil'd. 

The  queen  of  wifdom  could  fore-fee, 
"But  not  prevent,  the  fates  decree  :  -483 

And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
Vanefia,  though  by  Pallas  taught, 
By  Love  invulnerable  thought, 

Searching  in  books  for  wifdom's  aid,  490 

Was,  in  the  very  fearch,  betray'd. 
Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  loft, 
Yet  {bill  refolv'd  to  fpare  no  cofr : 
He  could  not  anf\ver  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  ftubborn  dame,  495 

A  nymph  ib  hard  to  be  fubdu'd, 
Who  neither  was  coquette  nor  prude. 
I  find,  fa  id  he,  ihe  wants  a  doctor 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  inftruct  her  : 
I'll  give  her  what  {he  mo  ft  admires  500 

Among  fhof<;  venerable  lire?. 

Cndenu8 
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Cadenus  is  a  fubjecl:  fit, 
Grown  old  in  politics  and  wit, 
Carefs'd  by  minirters  of  flate, 

Of  half  mankind  the  dread  and  hate  ^  505 

Whate'er  vexations  love  attend, 
She  need  no  rivals  apprehend, 
ler  fex,  with  univerial  voice, 
Mult  laugh  at  her  capricious  choice, 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ :  510 

Vanefla  much  eiteem'd  his  wit, 
And  call'dfor  his  poetic  works  : 
Mean  time  the  boy  in  fecret  lurks, 
And,  while  the  book  was  in  her  hand, 
The  urchin  from  his  private  ftand  51  j 

Took  aim,  and  Ihot  with  all  his  ftrength 
A  dart  of  fuch  prodigious  length, 
It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through, 
And  deep  transfix'd  herbofom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  reft,  52© 

Stuck  to  the  point  that  pierce'd  her  breaft, 
And,  borne  directly  to  the  heart, 
With  pains  unknown,  increas'd  her  fmart. 

*  Vanefla,  not  in  years  afcore, 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-four;  525 

Imaginary  charms  can  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almott  blind  : 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declined  in  health,  advance'd  in  years. 
»She  fancies  rnufic  in  his  tongue,  ^30 

Nor  farther  locks,    but  thinks  him  young. 
What  manner  is  not  afraid 
To  venture  in  a  ihip  decay 'd-? 


*  The  Poet  hiving  before  Hu  \v:J  the  can'e  of  Varu-'"r.'f  di'sji- 
poir.tai.jr.t.  litre  reprefents  VaneFa,  v/ho  was  inteiided  TO  animate 
every  \\xmm  to  jinitation,  an.l  i.nfpirc  every  man  \vuh  love,  us  com- 
pelled to  irakc  advances  to  one  who  had  icarc3  lenl'ibiii  y  enough  to 
»jnde:ftard  ti  cm. 
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What  planter  will  attempt  to  yoke 

A  fapling  with  a  falling  oak  ?  535 

As  years  increafe    fhe  brighter  fhines  ; 

Cadenus  with  each  day  declines  ; 

And  he  muft  fall  a  prey  to  time, 

While  fhe  continues  in  her  prime. 

Cadenus,  common  forms  apart,  540 

In  ev'ry  fcene  had  kept  his  heart ; 
Hadfigh'd  and  languiih'd,  vow'd  and  writ, 
For  paftime,  or  to  ihew  his  wit. 
But  time,    and  books,  and  ftate-affairs, 
Had  fpoil'd  his  fafhionable  airs  :  545 

He  now  could  praife,  efteem,  approve, 
But  underftood  not  what  was  love. 
His  conduct  might  have  made  him  ftyl'd 
A  father,   and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took  550 

To  fee  the  virgin  mind  her  book, 
Was  but  the  matter's  fecret  joy 
In  fchool  to  hear  the  fineft  boy. 
Her  knowledge  with  her  fancy  grew ; 
She  hourly  prefs'd  for  fomething  new  ;  555 

Ideas  came  into  her  mind 
So  faft,  his  leflbns  lagg'd  behind  ; 
She  reafon'd  without  plodding  long, 
Nor  ever  gave  her  judgement  wrong. 
But  now  a  fudden  change  was  wrought;  56© 

She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 
Cadenus  was  amaz'd  to  find 
Such  marks  o£  a  diftracted  mind  : 
For,   though  Ihe  feem'd  to  liften  more 
To  all  he  Ipoke,  than  e'er  before,  565 

He  found  her  thoughts  would  abfent  range, 
Yetguefs'd  not  whence  could  fpring  the  change. 
And  firft  he  modeftly  conjectures 
His  pupil  might  be  tir'd  with  lectures ; 
Which  help'd  to  mortify  his  pride.  570 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide  j 

VOL.  VII.  N  But 


146         MISCELLANIES  IN  VERSE. 

But  In  a  mild  dejected  ftrain, 

At  laft  heventur'd  to  complain; 

.Said,  flie  iliould  he  no  longer  teas'd  ; 

Might  have  her  freedom  when  {he  pleas'd  ;         57.5 

Was  now  convince'd,  he  acted  wrong 

To  hide  her  from  the  world  fo  long, 

And  in  dull  ftudies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  fex  and  age  ; 

That  ev'ry  nymph  with  envy  own'd,  580 

How  flie  might  ihine  in  the  grand  monde^ 

And  ev*ry  ihepherd  was  undone 

To  fee  her  cloifter'd  like  a  nun. 

This  was  a  vifionary  icheme  : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  dream  ;  585 

A  project  far  above  his  ikill ; 

For  nature  rnuft  be  nature  ft  ill. 

If  he  was  bolder  than  became 

A  fcholar  to  a  courtly  dame, 

She  might  excufe  a  man  of  letters  ;  coo 

Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters  : 

And,  fince  his  talk  offenfive  grew, 

He  came  to  take  his  lait  adieu. 

VanefTa,  nll'd  with  juft  difdain, 
Would  ftilliier  dignity  maintain,  595 

Inftrudted  from  her  early  years 
To  fcorn  the  art  of  female  tears. 

Had  he  employed  his  time  fo  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong, 
Yet  could  fuch  notions  entertain,  600 

That  all  his  lectures  were  in  vain  ? 
She  own'd  the  wand 'ring,  of  her  thoughts ; 
But  he  mufl  anfwer  for  her  faults. 
She  well  remember 'd,   to  her  coir, 
That  all  his  lefTons  were  not  loft.  605 

Two  maxims  {he  could  (till  produce, 
And  fad  experience  taught  their  ufe; 
That  virtue,  pleas'd  by  being  ihown, 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own ; 

Can 
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Can  make  us  without  fear  difclofe  610 

Our  inmoft  fecrets  to  our  foes : 

That  common  forms  were  not  defign'd 

Directorate  a  noble  mind*. 

Now, 

*  \tanefla,  confdous  that  her  paffion  \vas  virtuous,  had  no  motivr: 
to  conceal  it :  for  «'  virtue  knows  nothing  that  it  dares  not  o-.vn." 
She  therefore  confeffcd  :t  to  Cadeniis,  contrary  to  the  common  foim^ 
which  require  that  the  firft  addrefs  (hculd  be  made  by  the  man.  For 
common  forms  ars  only  for  common  minds;  they  only  veil  defeds, 
and  are  not  neceflary,  where  defects  are  not  found. 

Lord  Orrery  has  been  fo  far  from  acting  upon  the  principle  or. 
which  Mr.  Pope  framed  this  petition  in  his  univerfa!  prayer, 


me 


"  To  hide  the  fault  I  fee/' 

that  where  he  has  not  found  the  appearance  of  a  fault,  he  has  labour- 
ed hard  to  make;  one.  An  intfance  of  which  will  be  found  in  his  re- 
mark npon  a  maxim  of  Cadenus  to  Vanefia  : 

"   That  virtue,  pleas'd  by  being  ihown, 
"  Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own." 

'«  He  taught  her,"  fays  his  Lord/hip,  "  that  vice,  as  foon  as  it  de- 
"  fied  fliame,  was  immediately  changed  into  virtue."  But  the  moft 
obvious  and  natural  meaning  is  juft  contrary  :  That  \ve  deiiieto  con- 
ceal no  aft  which  upon  reflection  we  do  not  difcover  to  be  -vinous,  be- 
caufe  virtue  is  pleafed  in  proportion  as  it  is  displayed.  And  indeed 
thefe  verfcs  could  not  be  fuppofed  an  apology  fur  lewdnefs,  if  his  Lord- 
ftiip  believed  his  own  afTemon,  that  the  Dean  "  was  not  to  be  fwayed 
«'  by  deliberate  evil." 

Lord  Orrery  fays,  above,  p.  125.  That  Dr.  Swift  taught  Vancfla, 
"  that  vice,  as  foon  os  it  defied  (hsme,  \vas  immediately  changed  in- 
ft  to  virtue."  If  CaJenus  ever  inftilled  that  maxim  into  the  foul  of 
VanefTa,  \ve  muft,  I  am  afraid,  give  him  entirely  up  to  cenfure,  ss 
an  agent  for  the  piince  of  darknefs.  But,  without  any  racking,  or 
tranfmutacion  of  words,  Swift's  maxim  was, 

"  rl*hat  virtue,  pleased  by  being  fhown, 
4<  Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own  j 
"  Can  make  us  without  fear  difclofe 
"   Our  inmoft  fecrets  to  our  foes." 

A  maxim  which  every  man  of  honour  would  inflil  into  the  hearts  of 
which   Dr.  Swift  himfelf  hath  occ.-fionally  cxp/ef- 


his  children  j  and 
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Now,  faid  the  nymph,  I'll  let  you  fee 

My  a&ions  with  your  rules  agree  ;  615 

That  I  can  vulgar  forms  defpife, 

And  have  no  fecrets  to  difguife. 

I  knew,  by  what  you  faid  and  writ, 

How  dang'rous  things  were  men  of  wit ; 

You  caution'd  me  againft  the  charms,  620 

But  never  gave  me  equal  arms ; 

Your  leflbns  found  the  weakeft  part, 

Aim'd  at  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart. 

Cadenus  feit  within  him  rife 
Shame,  difappointment,  guilt,  furprife.  625 

fed  in  other  terms  highly  advantageous,  on  feeing  verfes  written  upon 

\vindows. 

"  The  fage,  who  faid  he  fhould  be  proud 

"  Of  windows  in  his  breaft, 
«'   Becaufc  he  ne'er  one  thought  allow'd 

"  That  might  not  be  confeft  ; 
<(  His  window  fcrawl'd  by  ev'ry  rake, 

'*  His  breaft  ng.iin  would  cover, 
i(  And  rairly  bid  the  devil  take 

"  The  di'mond  and  the  lover." 

And  fuch  were  the  noble  fentiments  of  that  old  Roman,  I  forget  his 
name,  whofe  reply  to  an  architect  could  have  proceeded  only  from  the 
mouth  of  an  hero.  The  architect  made  h:m  an  offer,  upon  his  giving 
him  fo  much  money,  to  contrive  a  h  -ufe  for  him  in  fuch  a  manner, 
as  that  none  from  abroad  (hould  poffibly  look  into  it.  I  will  give  you 
double  the  fum,  replied  the  hero,  if  you  will  contrive  a  houfc  for  me 
in  fuch  a  manner,  as  that  every  one  that  pleafes  may  look,  into  every 
corner  of  it. 

This  maxim  of  the  Doctor's 

"  That  common  forms  were  not  defign'd 
"  Directors  to  a  noble  mind," 

is  fo  clear  and  plain,  that  it  can  no  more  be  tortured  into  an  encou- 
ragement  to  vice,  as  Lord  Orrery  alledges,  above,  p.  125.  than  the 
fetond  commandment  imo  an  encouragement  to  idolatry.  Wheie  do 
we  find  in  the  lines  one  fyliable  relating  either  to  vice  or  virtue  ?  Are 
common  forms  either  vices  or  virtues  ?  Whoever  can  imagine  them 
to  be  either  the  one  or  tha  other,  muft  have  a  certain  vacuity  in  his 
brain  for  the  reception  of  the  moft  grofs  and  palpable  abfurditics. 
Swiff, 

He 
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He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 

Such  language  with  her  ufual  ftyle  : 

And  yet  her  words  were  fo  expreft, 

He  could  not  hope  flie  fpoke  in  jeft. 

His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confined  6jO- 

To  form  and  cultivate  her  mind. 

He  hardly  knew  till  he  was  told, 

Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old  y 

Had  met  her  in  a  public  place, 

Without  diftinguifhing  her  face  :  6^5 

Much  lefs  could  his  declining  ao;e 

YaneiTa's  earlieft  thoughts  engage  : 

And  if  her  youth  indiff  'rence  met, 

His  perfon  muft  contempt  beget : 

Or,  grant  her  paffion  be  iincere,  640 

How  ihall  his  innocence  be  clear  ? 

Appearances  were  all  fo  ftrong, 

The  world  muft  think  him  in  the  wrong  : 

Would  fay,  he  made  a  treach'rous  ufe 

Of  wit  to  flatter  and  feduce  :  6451 

The  town  would  fwear  he  had  betray'd 

By  magic  fpells  the  harmlefs  maid: 

And  ev'ry  beau  would  have  his  jokes, 

That  fcholars  were  like  other  folks  : 

Thar,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over,  650 

The  tutor  turn'd  a  mortal  lover. 

So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair  ! 

It  fhevv'd  a  true  paternal  care 

Five  thoufand  guineas  in  his  purfe  ! 

The  Doctor  might  have  fancy 'd  worfe.  655 

Hardly  at  length  he  filence  broke, 
And  faulter'd  ev'ry  word  he  fpoke ; 
Interpreting  her  complaifance, 
Juft  as  a  many^wj  confequence. 
She  rally'd  well,   he  always  knew  : 
Her  manner  now  was  fomething  new  ; 
And  what  fhe  fpoke  was  in  an  air 
As  ferious  as  a  tragic  player, 

N  3 
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But  thofe  who  aim  at  ridicule, 

Should  fix  upon  Ibme  certain  rule,  665 

Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jeft, 

Elf   he  muft  enter  his  proteft : 

Fo    let  a  man  be  ne'er  fo  wife, 

He  may  be  caught  with  fober  lies  ; 

A  fcience  which  he  never  taught,  670 

And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought; 

For  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 

*Tis  juft  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 

But  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 
VanefTa  finiih'd  the  difpute,  675 

Brought  weighty  arguments  to  prove 
Thu  reafonwas  her  guide  in  love. 

o 

She  thought  fhe  had  himfelf  defcrib'd, 

His  doctrines  when  fhe  firft  imbib'd : 

What  he  had  planted,   no\v  was  grown  ;  680 

His  virtues  fhe  might  call  her  own  ; 

As  he  approves,  as  he  dhlikes, 

Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  ftrikes, 

Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  faft, 

Attends  us  firft,   and  leaves  us  laft  :  685 

Why  fhe  likes  him,   admire  not  at  her ; 

She  loves  herfelf,  and  that's  the  matter. 

How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praife 

The  geniufeb  of  ancient  day  ! 

(Thole  authors  he  fo  oft  had  nam'd,  690 

For  learning,  wit,  and  wifdom  fam'd)  ; 

Wa^-  ftruck  with  love,  efteem,  and  awe, 

For  perfons  whom  he  never  faw. 

Suppofe  Cadenus  flourifh'd  then, 

He  muft  adore  fuch  godlike  men.  6p£ 

If  one  iliort  volume  could  comprife 

All  that  was  witty,  learn 'd,  and  wife 

How  would  it  be  efteem'd.  and  read, 

Although  the  writer  long  were  dead  ? 

Jf  fuch  an  author  were  alive,  700 

How  all  would  for  his  friendfhip  ftrive, 

And 
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And  come  in  crowds  to  fee  his  face  ! 

And  this  (he  takes  to  be  her  cafe. 

Cadenus  anfwers  ev'ry  end, 

The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend  ;  705 

The  utmort  her  dcfires  will  reach, 

Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach  : 

His  converfe  is  a  fyftem  lit 

Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  wit ; 

While  ev'ry  paffion  of  her  mind  7IQ 

In  him  is  center'd  and  confin'd. 

Love  can  with  fpeech  infpire  a  mute, 
And  taught  Vanefla  to  difpute. 
This  topic,  never  touch'd  before, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  the  more  :  7r5 

Her  knowledge,  with  fuch  pains  acquir'd, 
By  this  new  paftion  grew  infpir'd  : 
Through  this  (lie  made  all  objects  pafs, 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  the  mafs  ; 
As  rivers,  though  they  bend  and  twine,  720 

Still  to  the  fea  their  courfe  incline  ; 
Or,  as  philofophers,  who  find 
Some  fav'rite  fyftem  to  their  mind, 
In  ev'ry  point  to  make  it  fit 
Will  force  all  nature  to  fubmit.  725 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  fufpect 
His  lefTons  would  have  fuch  effect, 
Or  be  fo  artfully  apply'd, 
Infenfibly  came  on  her  fide. 

It  was  an  unforfeen  event ;  730 

Things  took  a  turn  he  never  meant. 
Whoe'er  excells  in  what  we  prize, 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes  : 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught, 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought.  735 

The  nymph  in  fober  words  intreats 
A  truce  with  all  fublime  conceits  : 
For  why  fuch  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies, 
To  her  who  durft  not  read  romances  ? 

In 
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In  lofty.  Mile  to  make  replies,  740 

Which  he  had  taught  her  to  defpife  £" 

But  when  her  tutor  will  affect 

Devotion,    duty,  and  refpect, 

He  fairly  abdicates  his  throne  ; 

The  government  is  now  her  own  :  745 

But  though  her  arguments  were  ftrong,. 

At  leafb  could  hardly  wim  them  wrong. 

Howe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell,- 

But  fare  fhe  never  talked  fo  well. 

His  pride  began  to  interpofe  ;  75® 

Preferr'd  before  a  croud  of  beaux  ! 

So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unfought  f 

Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought  ! 

?  Tis  merit  muft  with  her  prevail ; 

He  never  knew  her  judgment  fail.  755 

She  noted  all  fhe  ever  read, 

And  had  a  moft  difcerning  head. 

'Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  ichools,. 
That  vanity's  the  fool  of  fools  ; 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit  76^ 

Will  condefcend  to  take  a  bit. 

So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hidey 
He  chofe  tojuftify,  his  pride; 
When  Mifs  delights  in  her  fpinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get ;  765 

A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice, 
In  boarding-fchools  can  have  his  choice  : 
And  oft  the  dancing-mailer's  art 
Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart. 
In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight,  770 

The  pedant  gets  a  miftrefs  by't. 
CadenuSj  to  his  grief  and  lhame, 
Could  fcarce  oppofe  VanefTa's  flame  ; 
Where  hot  and  cold,  where  fharp  and  fweet, 
In  all  their  equipages  meet  ;  77; 

Where  pleafures  mix'd  with  pains  appear, 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear  ; 

Wherein 
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Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 

Forbid  Cadenus  to  engage. 

But  friendftiip,   in  its  greateft  height,  780 

A  conflant  rational  delight, 

On  virtue's  bafis  fix'd  to  laft, 

When  love's  allurements  long  are  paft, 

Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  burn, 

He  gladly  offers  in  return  ;  785 

His  want  of  paffion  will  redeem 

With  gratitude,  refpect,  efteem  ; 

With  that  devotion  we  beftow, 

When  godderTes  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertains  790 

Vancfla  in  exalted  ftrains, 
Conftr'ing  the  paffion  flie  had  fhown, 
Much  to  her  praife,  more  to  his  own, 
Nature  in  him  had  merit  place'd, 
In  her  a  moft  judicious  tafte.  795 

Love  hitherto  a  traniient  gueft, 
Ne'er  held  pofTeffion  in  his  bread ; 
So  long  attending  at  the  gate, 
Difdain'd  to  enter  in  fo  late. 

Love,  why  do  we  one  paffion  call,  Sod 

When  'tis  a  compound  of  them  all  ? 
He  has  a  forfeiture  incurr'd  ; 
She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word, 
And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  ftrange, 
If  both  ihould  now  their  ftations  change.  805 

The  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 
The  tutor  ;    and  the  pupil,  he  ; 
Though  ihe  already  can  difcern, 
Her  fcholar  is  not  apt  to  learn ; 
Or  wants  capacity  to  reach  8lQ 

The  fcience  {he  defigns  to  teach ; 
Wherein  his  genius  was  below 
The  ikill  of  ev'ry  common  beau  ; 
Who,  though  he  cannot  fpell,  is  wife 
Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes,  815 

And 
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And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpret  for  a  kind  advance, 

But  what  fuccefs  Vaneffa  met. 
Is  to  the  world  a  fecret  yet  *. 

Whether  the  nymph,  to  pleafe  her  fwain,  720 

Talks  high  in  a  romantic  ftrnin  ; 
Or  whether  he  at  iaft  defcends 
To  a<St  with  lefs  feraphic  ends ; 
Or,  to  compound  the  bus'nefs,  whether 
They  temper  love  and  books  together  ;  825 

Muft  never  to  mankind  be  told, 
Nor  (hall  the  confcious  mufe  unfold  f 

Mean  while  the  mournful  queen  of  love 
Led  but  a  weary  life  above. 

She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  ikies,  830 

Grown  by  Vaneffa's  conduct  wife  : 
For  though  by  one  perverfe  event 
Pallas  had  crofs'd  her  fivft  inte.it, 
Though  her  deh'gn  wr.s  not  obtain'd  j 
Yet  hud  Ihe  much  experience  gain'd,  835 

*  The  event  of  VanefTa's  fuit  is  judicioufly  omitted,  as  foreign  to- 
the  plan  and  defi^n  ot  the  poem. 

•f  Loid  Orrery  lay  ,  above,  p.  12,6.  s<  It  ic  impofib'e  to  read  this 
"  cruel  hint,  wi'hout  grcai  indigr.aiio'i  ag?.5nft  he  confcious  mufc.' 
——But  is  there  no  allowance  to  be  made  f  n~  the  rants  and  vagaries 
of  an  heteroclite  genius  ?  Or  would  any  poet,  \vho  had  the  If  afo  fpark4, 
of  honour,  fuppofing  he  had  been  fo  unfortunate  as  to  have  had  a- 
mours  with  a  hdy,  have  told  the-.srory,  or  given  the  leaft  intimation 
of  it  ?  Is  one  parr  of  a  poem  "  to  bt  thought  fine  painting,  bur,  in 
fl  general,  fictitious,''  and  another  pavt  of  the  fame  to  be  interpret- 
ed, by  the  raking  and  torturing  of  a  conj  *c~ttfve,  into  the  moit  folid, 
profile,  and  impure  of  all  imaginable  icLas  ?  However,  do  not,  in 
facT,  all  profeffed  admirers  of  particular  women  temper  love  and  other 
amufements  together  in  the  days  of  courtfhip  ?  If  then  Canoenus  and 
VaneOa  be  conjectured  to  have  tempered  love  and  books  together  j, 
why  fnould  they  be  fuppofed  to  have  tranfgrefTed  the  rules  of  honour 
beyond  the  reft  of  the  world  ?  But  allowi-^  it  were  juft  that  our  in- 
dignation Hic-dld  rife  againft  the  confcious  mufe,  (as  indeed  I  am  told 
Mifs  Vanhomrigh  herfelfwas  extremely  angy  wt.h-  the  Doctor  on 
account  of  thefe  lines),  ihe  higher  furely  that  our  fndignation  /hould 
be  inflamed  againft  her,  the  more  ought  Vanefla  to  be  cleared  and 
j  uftified.  Siviftt 

And, 
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And,  by  the  project  vainly  try'd, 
Could  better  now  the  caufe  decide. 
She  gave  due  notice,  that  both  parties, 
Coram  Regina  prox*  die  Martis, 

Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail,  840 

Come  and  appear,  and  fave  their  bail. 
•All  met ;  and  iilence  thrice  proclaimed, 
One  lawyer  to  each  fide  was  nam'd. 
The  judge  difcover'd  in  her  face 
Refentment  for  her  late  difgrace .;  84^ 

And,  full  of  anger,  fhame,  and  grief, 
Directed  them  to  mind  their  brief; 
Nor  fpend  their  time  to  fhew  their  reading  ; 
She'd  have  a  fummary  proceeding. 
;  She  gather 'd  under  ev'ry  head  850 

The  fum  of  what  each  lawyer  faid, 
Gave  her  own  reafons  laft,  and  then 
'Decreed  the  caufe  agamft  the  men. 

But,   in  a  weighty  caufe  like  this, 
To  fliew  {he  did  not  judge  amifs,  855 

Which  evil  tongues  might  elfe  report, 
She  made  a  fpeech  in  open  court ; 
Wherein  flie  grievoufly  complains, 
-*'  How  £he  was  cheated  by  the  fwains  ;" 
On  whofe  petition,   (humbly  Ihewing  860 

That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing, 
And  that,  unlefs  the  fex  would  mend, 
The  race  of  lovers  foon  muft  end), 
"  She  was  at  .Lord  knows  what  expenfe 
"  To- form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  fenfe,  865 

"  A  model  for  her  fex  defign'd, 
((  Who  never  could  one  lover  find. 
"  She  faw  her  favour  was  mifplace'd  ; 
"  The  fellows  had  a  wretched  tafte : 
"  She  needs  mult  tell  them  to  their  face,  870 

They  were  a  fenfelefs,  ftupid  race  ; 


«  : 


"  And 

* 
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"  And  were  {he  to  begin  agen, 

"  She'd  ftudy  to  reform  the  men*  ; 

"  Or  add  fome  grains  of  foily  more 

"  To  women,  than  they  had  before,  875 

"  To  put  them  en  an  equal  foot ; 

4<   And  this,  or  nothing  elfe  would  do't. 

"  This  might  their  mutual  fancy  itrike  ; 

(f  Since  ev'ry  being  loves  its  like. 

<£  But  now  repenting  what  was  done,  S8o 

"  She  left  all  bus'nefs  to  her  fon  ; 
"  She  put  the  world  in  his  poiieffion, 
"  And  let  him  ufe  it  at  difcretion." 

The  cry'r  was  order'd  to  difmifs 
The  court,  fo  made  his  laft  0  yes  /  885 

The  goddefs  would  no  longer  wait ! 
But,   riling  from  her  chair  of  ftatc. 
Left  all  below  at  fix  and  fev'n, 
Harnefs'd  her  doves,    and  flew  to  heav'n. 


*  As  the  women  in  their  manners  and  drefs  imitite  what  the  men 
approve,  th  -ir  faults  and  follies  are  little  more  than  the  conf.-quences 
of  the  falfe  tafte  of  their  admirers  j  who  cannot  furely  be  urged  by  a 
ftrorsger  motive  to  correct  it. 


BAUCIS 
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BAUCIS    and     P  II  I  L  E  M  O  N  *. 

Imitated  from  the  eighth  book  of  Ovid. 
Written  about  the  year  1708. 

TN  ancient  times,  as  fto-ry  tells, 
•*•  The  faints  would  often  leave  their  cells, 
And  ftroll  about,   but  hide  their  quality, 
To  try  good  people's  hofpitality. 

It  happen  'd  of  a  winter-night,  5 

As  author's  of  the  legend  write, 
Two  brother  hermits,    faints  by  trade, 
Taking  their  tour  in  mafquerade, 

*  In  this  tale  there  is  not  only  al.undance  of  \\it  and  pleaLntry, 
fcut  fome  peculiar  happy  flrokcs,  which,  aMir.ug'i  but  .  er>.  r.iey 
to  be  iound  in  the  works  of  the  finefi  auth-jrs,  arc  t're  difti;  guiil-uog 
marks  of  an  impfoved,  confummat  genius.  The  nader  c.f  t.  (u  and 
}e:in,i;;g  cannot  but  obferve  luw  exacliy  the  ibuud  d^th  echo  to  the 
fcn.e  in  the  folLvving  Lnes. 

"  They  fcarce  had  fpoke,  when  fair  and  foft 

<(  Thereof  began  to  mount  ak-.'i  ; 

tc  Aloft  ro:e  ev'ry  beam  2.  d  rat\tr  ; 

"  The  h-avy  wall  tlimb'd  (lowly  after.*'     1.  fT.—  -  54. 

And  ye%  if  poOible,  even  thcfe   lines  are  excelled  by  the  follo'.ving 
•iiiHch  : 

"  The  gr:a;  inj  elixir  !  csan  to  cr_\\!, 

<•  Lii.e  a  huge  f  jail  along  ihe  wall."     1.  85.  S6. 

There  are  rrany  exoftipLs  in  Homer,  Pindar,  Virri!.  JI)ra:e, 
S''i.ik.lpear,  a:  d  Milton,  which,  for  t  ;e  i"  i'n  .  le-'Mon,  are  iin'.  vital- 
ly admired  above  all  other  pafTa^ei  in  lh,  k  fullirne  poels.  5.i  .  '. 


VOL.  VII,  O  Diiguis'd 
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Difguis'd  in  tatter'd  habits,  went 

To  a  fmall  village  down  in  Kent ;  10 

Where,  in  the  ftrollers  canting  ftniin, 

They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain, 

Try'd  ev'ry  tone  might  pity  \vin  ; 

But  not  a  foul  would  let  them  in. 

Our  wand'ring  faints  in  woful  ftate,  15 

Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate, 
Having  through  all  the  village  paft, 
To  a  fmall  cottage  came  at  laft  ; 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honeft  ye'man, 
Call'd  in  the  neighbourhood  Philemon  ;  20 

Who  kindly  did  thefe  faints  invite 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pafs  the  night ; 
And  then  the  hofpitable  fire 
Bid  goody  Baucis  mend  the  lire  ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took  2£ 

A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook, 
And  freely  from  the  fatteft  fide 
Cut  out  large  dices  to  be  fry'd ; 
Then  ftepp'd  afide  to  fetch  'm  drink, 
34'iH'd  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink,  30 

And  faw  it  fairly  twice  go  round  ; 
Yet  (what  is  wonderful !)  they  found., 
Twas  ftill  replenifh'd  to  the  top, 
As  if  they  had  not  touch'd  a  drop- 
The  good  old  couple  were  amaz'cl,  35 

And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd  ; 
For  both  were  frightened  to  the  heart, 

Andjuft  began  to  cry, What  art! 

Then  foftly  turn'd  afide,  to  view 

Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue.  40 

The  gentle  pilgrims,  foon  aware  on't, 

Told  them  their  calling,  and  their  errand  : 

Good  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid, 

We  are  but  faints,  the  hermits  faid  ; 

No  hurt  fball  come  to  you  or  yours  :  45 

But  for  tint  pack  of  churliili  boors, 

Not 
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Not  fit  to  live  on  Chviftian  ground, 

They  and  their  houfes  ihall  be  drown'd;. 

"Whi'lft  you  ihall  fee  your  cotuge  rife, 

And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes.  50- 

T hty  fcarce  had  fpoke  when,,  fair  and  fo-ft 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft  ; 
Aloft  rofe  ev'ry  beam  and  rafter  ; 
The  heavy  wall  climb'd  llowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'cl,  and  grew  higher,  5£ 

Became  a  fteeple  with  a  fpire 

The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hoi  ft, 
And  there  ftood  fatten 'd  to  a  joift, 
But  with  the  u  pride  down,  to  ihow- 
Its  inclination  for  below  :  ck> 

In  vain ;  for  a  fuperior  force 
Apply'd  at  bottom  Hops  its  courfe  ; 
Doom'd  ever  in  fufpenfe  to  dwell, 
'Tis  now  no  kettle,  "but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almoft  65 

Loft  by  ciifufe  the  art  to  roaft, 
A  fudden  alteration  feels, 
Increased  by  new  inteftine  wheels  ; 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more, 
The  number  made  the  motion  fiow'r.,  7° 

The  flier,  though  't  had  leaden  feet, 
Turn'd  round  ib  quick  you"  fcarce  could  fee't  j 
But,  flacken'd  by  ibme  fecret  pov.'r, 
No\v  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 
The  jack  and  chimney  near  ally'd,  75. 

Had  never  left  each  other's  lk!c  : 
The  chimney  to  a  fteeple  grown, 
The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone  ; 
But,  up  again  ft  the  fteeple  rear'd, 
Became  a  clock,  and  ftill  adher'd  ;  ^*- 

And  ftill  its  love  to  houfehold  cares, 
By  a  flu-ill  voice  at  noon,  declares, 
Warning  the  cook-maid  not  to  bum 
That  roaft- meat  which  it  cannot  turn, 

02  The 
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The  groaning  chair  began  to  crawl,  8"^ 

Like  a  huge  ihail,  along  the  wall ; 
There  ftuck  aloft  in  public  view, 
And   with  fmali  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringers,   that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,   and  made  a  glitt'ring  (how,  po 

To  a  lefs'noble  fubftance  change'd, 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  ranrerd. 

The  ballads  pafted  on  the  wall, 
Of  Joan  of  trance  and  Engliili  Moll, 
Fair  Roiamond,   and  Robin  Hood,  95 

The  little  children  in  the  wood, 
Now  feem'd  to  look  abundance  better, 
Improv'd  in  piclure,  iize,  and  letter; 
And,  high  in  order  place'd,  defcribe 
The  heraldry  of  every  tribe  *.  100 

A  bedftead  of  the  antique  mode, 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load, 
Such  as  our  anceftors  did  life, 
Was  metamorphos'd  into  pews  ; 
Which  fiill  their  ancient  nature  keep,  105 

By  lodging  folks  djfpos'd  to  fleeo. 

The  cottage,  by  fuch  feats  as  thefe, 
Grown  to  a  church  by  juft  degrees, 
The  hermits  then  deiir'd  their  holt 
To  afk  for  what  he  fancy 'd  mofh  rio 

Philemon,  having  paus'd  a  while, 
Return'd  them  thanks  in  homely  ftyle  * 
Then  faid,  My  houfe  is  grown  fo  fine, 
Methinks,  I  ftill  would  call  it  mine  ; 
I'm  eld,  and  fain  would  live  at  eafe ;  115 

Make  me  the  parfon,   if  you  pleafc. 

He  fpoke  ;   and  presently  he  feels 
His  grazier's  coat  fall  down  his  heels. : 

*  Of  the  twelve  tribes  of  Israel,  which  in  country  churches  are 
fometim?s  diftinguiftied  by  the  cnH^r.s  appropriated  to  them  by  Jacob 
en  h;s  death-bed, 

He 
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He  fees,  yet  hardly  can  believe, 

About  each  arm  a  pud  ding- flee  ve  ;  J2O 

His  waiftcoat  to  a  caiTock  grew, 

And  both  affum'd  a  fable  hue ; 

But,  being  eld,  continued  juft 

As  thread-bare,  and  as  full  of  duft. 

His  talk  was  now  of  tithes  and  dues  :  125 

He  fmock'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 

Knew  how  to  preach  old  fermons  next, 

Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text  ; 

At  chrifl'nings  well  could  act  his  part, 

And  had  the  fervice  all  by  heart ;  130 

Wiih'd  women  might  have  children  faft, 

And  thought  whole  fow  had  farrow 'd  laft ; 

Agaiiift  DifTenters  would  repine, 

And  flood  u y>  firm  for  rivht  dr^ine  : 

i  O 

Found  his  head  iili%4  with  many  a  fyilem  :          135 

But  claffic  authors, he  ne'er  mifs'd  'em. 

Thus  having  furbiih'd  up  a  parfoii, 
D.ime  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  farce  on. 
Inftead  of  home-fpun  coifs,  were  feen 
Good  pinners  edg'd  with  idberteen  ;  140 

Her  petticoat  transform'd  apace, 
Became  black  fatin  flounce'd  with  lace.  - 
Plain  Goodv  \vould  no  lonptr  down  ; 

^  O 

'Twas  Madam,   in  her  grograni  go\vn. 

Philemon  was  in  great  furprrfe,  145 

And  hardly  could  believe  his  eycr, 

Amaz'd  to  fee  her  look  fo  prim  ; 

And  ihe  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  happy  in  their  change  of  life 
Were  fev'ral  years  this  man  and  wife  ;  •  150 

When  on  a  day,  which  prov'd  their  laft, 
DikouiTing  o'er  old  ftories  paft, 
They  went  by  chance,  amidft  their  talk,  . 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk  ; 
When   Baucis  haftily  cry'd  out,  15^ 

My  dear,  I  fee  your  forehead  fprout  1 

O  3  Sprout, 
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Sprout,  quoth  the  man  ;  what  this  you  tell  us  ? 
I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous  ; 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  feel  it  true  ; 

And  really  yours  is  budding  too •  160 

Nay, now  I  cannot  ftir  my  foot  ; 

It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking  root. 

Defcription  would  but  tire  my  mufe  ; 
In  ihort,  they  both  were  turn'd  to  yews. 

Old  Goodman  Dobfon  of  the  green  165 

Remembers,  he  the  trees  has  feen  ; 
He'll  talk  of  them  from  noon  to  night, 
And  goes  with  folks  to  Ihew  the  fight ; 
On  Sundays,  after  ev'ning  pray'r, 
He  gathers  all  the  parifh  there  ;  17* 

Points  out  the  place  of  either  yew  ; 
Here  Baucis,  there  Philemon  grew  : 
Till  once  a  parfon  of  our  town, 
To  mend  his  barn,  cut  Baucis  down  ; 
At  which  'tis  hard  to  be  believ'd  175 

How  much  the  other  tree  was  griev'd, 
Grew  fcrubby,  cly'd  a-top,  was  ftunted  ; 
So  the  next  parfon  ftubb'U  and  burnt  it. 


.',  XV  (S(rt>  ' 
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A  DESCRIPTION  of  a  CITY-SHOWER, 

• 

In  Imitation  of  VIRGIL'S  Georgics. 
Written  in  the  year  1712. 

Arefi.il  obfervers  may  foretel  the  hour 

(By  fare  prognoftics)  when  to  dread  a  (how'r. 
While  rain  depends,  the  penilve  car  gives  o'er 
Her  frolics,  and  purfues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  you'll  find  the  fink        c 

^J  ^S  d  *J 

Strike  your  offended  fenfe  with  double  ftink. 

If  you  be  wife,  then  go  not  far  to  dine  -, 

You'll  fpend  in  coach-hire  more  than  fave  in  wine. 

A  coming  ihow'r  your  Ihooting  corns  prefage, 

Old  aches  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage  :       10 

Saunt'ring  in  coffee-houfe  is  Dulman  feen  ; 

He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  of  fpleen. 

Mean  while  the  fouth,  rifing  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  fable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  flings, 
That  fwill'd  more  liquor  than  it  could  contain,      15 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
Brifk  Sufan  whips  her  linen  from  the  rope, 
While  the  firft  drizzling  fhow'r  is  borne  aflope ; 
Such  is  that  fprinkling,  which  fome  carelefs  quean 
Flirts  on  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  fo  clean  :     20 
You  fly,  invoke  the  gods;  then  turning,  ftop 
To  rail ;  Ihe  iinging  ftill  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  duft  had  fhunn'd  th' unequal  ftrife, 
Bat,  aided  by  the  wind,  fought  dill  for  life, 

And 
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And  wafted  with  its  foe  by  vi'lent  guft,  25 

'Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  duft*. 
Ah  !  where  muft  needy  poets  feek  for  aid,. 
When  dull  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade  ? 
Sole  coat,  where  duft  cemented  by  the  rain 
Erects  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  ffoin.  30" 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down, 
Threat'ning  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  ihops  in  crouds  the  daggled  females  fly, 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  templar  fpruce,  while  ev'ry  fpout's  abroach,  35 
Stays  till  'tis  fair,  yet  feems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck'd-up  femftrefs  walks  with  hafty  flrides, 
While  ftreams  run  clown  her  oil'd  umbrella's  fides. 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led, 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  fhed.        40 
Triumphant  Tories  f,  and  defponding  Whigs  :}:, 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  fave  their  wigs. 
Box'd  in  a  chair  the  beau  impatient  lits, 
While  fpouts  run  clatt'ring  o'er  the  roof  by  fits  ; 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightful  din  45 

The  leather  founds  ;   he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  Heed, 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Thofe  bully  Greeks,  who,  as  the  moderns  do, 
Inftead  of  paying  chairmen,  run  them  through),  50 


*  Twas  doubtful  which  was  fea,  and  which  was  jky. 

Can'L's  aifr. 

f  This  was  written  in  the  fir  ft  year  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford's  mini- 
ftry. 

J  As  Wh'igandWig  only  «Jif}"er  hy  an  afpiration,  which  is  fcarce  to 
be  diftinguifhed,  itirayte  thought  an  exception  to  the  Dean's  re- 
iharkahle  exaftief?!  that  he  has  made  them  rhyme:  luc  the  fame 
thing  was  afterwards  done  by  Mr.  Pope,  either  upon  the  Dean's  au- 
thority, or  becaufe  he  did  not  think  it  liable  to  oSjedV.on  : 

A  joke  on  je'kyll  or  feme  tdd  o'd  Whig. 
Who  never  cbangid  bis  j.riucip!e$  or  Wig. 

Laocoon 
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Laocoon  ftruck  the  outfide  with  his  fpear, 
And  each  imprifon'd  hero  quak'd  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  fwelling  kennels  flow, 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go  : 
Filths  of  all  hues. and  odours  fcem  to  tell  55 

What  ftreet  they  fail'd  from,  by  their  light  and  fmeli 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rapid  force, 
From  Smithfield  or  St/Pulchre's  lhape  their  courfe, 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snowhill  ridge, 
Fall  from  the  Conduit  prone  to  Holborn  bridge.  6o< 
*  Sweepings  from  butchers  fhills,  dung,  guts,  and"}. 

blood,  mud,  I 

Drown'd  puppies,  {linking  fprats,  all  drench 'd  in 
Dead  cats,  and  turnip'tops^  come  .tumbling  down 

the  flood,  J 


A  DESCRIPTION  of  the  MORNING. 
Written  about  the  year  1712. 

VjOW  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney-coach 
•*-^   Appearing,  fhew'd  the  ruddy  morn's  approach. 
Now.  Betty  from  her  mailer's  bed  had  flown, 
And  foftly  ftole  to  difcompofe  her  own  : 
The  flipiliod  'prentice  from  his  mailer's  door          5 
Had  par'd  the  dirt,  and  fprinkled  round  the  floor. 


*•  Thefe  three  laft  lines  were  intended  to  ridicule  the  praftice  of 
modern  poets,  who  make  three  lines  rhyme  togeiher,  which  they  call 
triplets  ;  and  the  iaft  line  two  or  more  lyilables  icnger  than  the  reft, 
which  they  call  an  alexandrine.  Thefe  triplet-  and  alexandrines  were 
brought  in  by  Dry  den  and  other  poets  in  the  reign  cf  Charles  II. 
They  were  merely  the  tffc<iU  of  haftr,  idk-ncfs,  and  want  of  money; 
and  have  been  wholly  avoided  by  the  bell  poets  fince  tht-fe  verfts  were 
written,. 

Now 
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Now  Moll  had  whiii'd  her  mop  with  dextrous  airs* 
Prepar'd  to  fcrub  the  entry  and  the  flairs. 
The  youth  *  with  broomy  frumps  began  to  trace 
1  he  kennel's  edge,  \yhere  wheels  had  worn  the  place^ 
The  fmall-coal  man  was  heard  with  cadence  deep   1  1 
Till  drown'd  in  fhriiler  notes  of  chimney-fweep  ; 
Duns  at  his  Lordfhip's  gate  began  to  meet  :     [ftreet. 
And  brick-duft  Moll  had  fcreanvd  thro'  half  the 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  fees,  1  5 

Duly  let  out  a-nights  to  fteal  for  feels  : 
The  watchful  bailiffs  take  their  filent  ftands, 
And  fchoolboys  lag  with  latchels  in  their  hands. 


HORACE,   Epift.  vii.  Book  i,  5  MUTATED, 

And  addrefTed  to  the  Earl  of  C  :•  j  ,  in  the 

year  17  j  3  t. 

TTARLEY,  the  nation's  great  fupport, 
•*••*•  Returning  home  one  day  from  court, 
(His  mind  with  public  cares  poffeil:, 
All  Europe's  bus'nefs  in  his  breaft), 

I  .  Stremms  ei,  forth,  caujfifque  Phil'ppus  ngendis 
Ciarus,  ob  officils  oftavam  circiter  horam 
Bum.  redit        -      ' 


*  To  find  old  nails. 

•f-  Robert  Hailey,  Efq;  three  times  Speaker  of  the  hcufe  of 

1',  onr?  in  King  V/ii. Yarn's  reign,  and  twice  in  Queen  Anne's  j 
created  Baron  Harley  of  Wirmore,  Ear!  cf  Oxford  and  Earl  Mortii- 
me1',  the  24th  of  Arril  1711,  and  Lord  High  Treafurer  of  England, 
on  the  zpth  cf  the  faiJ  month. 

J  In  this  year  the  author  was  mads  Dean  of  St.  Patitck's,  Dub'in. 
See  an  account  of  his  firil  interview  v.'ith  Mr.  Harley,  in  his  letter  to 
Dr.  King,  Oct.  10.  1 7 ic, 

Obferv'd, 
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Obferv'd  a  parfon  near  Whitehall  £ 

Cheap'ning  old  authors  on  a  ftall. 
Tke  prieft  was  pretty  well  in  cafe, 
And  ihew'd  fome  humour  in  his  face ; 
Look'd  with  an  eafy,  carelefs  mien, 
A  perfect  ftranger  to  the  fpleen  ;  10 

Of  fize  that  might  a  pulpit  fill, 
But  more  inclining  to  fit  ftill. 
My  Lord  (who,  if  a  man  may  fay't, 
Loves  miichief  better  than  his  meat) 
"Was  now  difpos'cl  to  crack  a  jeft,  Ij 

And  bid  friend  Lewis  *  go  in  queft, 
(This  Lewis  is  a  cunning  {haver, 
And  very  much  in  Harley's  favour)., 
In  queft,  who  might  this  parfon  be, 
What  was  his  name,  >of  what  degree,  20 

If  poffible,  to  learn  his  ftory, 
And  whether  he  were  Whig  or  Tory. 
Lewis  his  pa-tron's  humour  knows, 
Away  upon  his  errand  goes, 

And  quickly  did  the  matter  flft ;  2£ 

Found  out  that  it  was  Doctor  Swift ; 
A  clergyman  of  fpecial  note 
'For  ihunning  thofe  of  his  own  coat; 
Which  made  his  brethren  of  the  gown 
Take  care  betimes  to  run,  him  down :  3© 


5- Confpexiti  tit 

Adrafum  quendam  vacua  ton  fir  is  in  umbra 
Citltello  proprios  purgantem  leniter  ungues. 

15.  Demetri,  (puer  hie  non  laevejujja  Philippi 

Accipiebat),  abi,  quaere,  et  refer :  unde  domot  quis, 
Cujus  fortunae,  quo  fit  pat re \  quove  patrono  ? 

23.  25.  //,  rcdit,  et  narrat,  Volteium  nomine  I\ la enam. 

*  Erafmus  Lev/is,  Efq  j   private   faretary  to   the  Earl  o."  Ox- 
wrd. 

No 
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libertine,  nor-over  nio~, 
Addicted  to  no  fort  of  vice, 
Went  where  he  pleas'd  Taid  -what  he  thought, 
Not  rich,  but  ow'd  no  man  a  groat: 
In  ftate-opinions  a  la  mode,  3-5 

He  hated  Wharton  *  like  a  toad, 
Had  giv'n  the  fiction  many  a  wound, 
And  libell'd  all  the  junto  round; 
Kept  company  with  men  of  wi.t, 
Who  often  fatJier'd  what  he  writ:  40 

His  works  were  hawk'd  in  ev'ry  flreet, 
But  feldom  rofe  above  a  fheet : 
Of  late  indeed  the  paper  ftamp 
Did  very  much  his  genius  cramp : 
And,  fince  he  could  not  fpend  his -fire,  45 

He  now  intended  to  retire 
Said  Harley,  I  defire  to  know 
From  his  own  mouth  if  this  be  fo ; 
Step  to  the  Doctor  ftrait,  and  fay, 
I'd  have  him  dine  with  me  to-day.  5° 

•Swift  feem'd  to  wonder  what  he  meant, 
Nor  would  believe  my  Lord  had  lent ; 
So  never  offer 'd  once  to  ftir  ; 
But  coldly  faid,  Tour  fervanty  Sir. 

. Tinui  ccnfu,  fine  crinnne  notum, 

Et  proper  arc  loco,  et  cejfare,  et  quaerere,  et  uti, 

Caudentem- • 

.  Scitari  libct  ex  ipfo  quodcunque  refers.     Die 
Jd  coenam  veniat.     Non  fane  credere  Macna  • 
Mirari  fccmn  tacitus, 
54.  Benigne,  rcfpondtt. 


*  Earl  of  \Vb---:cn,  T-.th  r   :o  the  Duke  of  Wh.'.rtcn  who  di^d  in 
France. 

' 

Does 
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Does  he  refufe  me  ?  Harley  cry'd  :  55 

He  does,  with  infolence  and  pride. 

Some  few  days  after  Harley  fpies 

The  Doclor,  faften'd  by  the  eyes 

At  Charing-crofs,  among  the  rout, 

Where  painted  monfters  are  hung  out :  60 

He  pull'd  the  ftring,  and  ftopt  his  coach, 

Beck'ning  the  Doctor  to  approach. 

Swift,  who  could  neither  fly  nor  hide, 
Came  fneaking  to  the  chariot-fide, 
And  offer'd  many  a  lame  excufe  :  65 

He  never  meant  the  leaft  abufe 

My  Lord the  honour  you  dejtgn'd 

Extremely  proud but  I  had  din'd 

I'm  fur e  I  never  JJoould  neg!e£l 

No  man  alive  has  more  rejpefi  -70 

"  Well,  I  {hall  think  of  that  no  more, 

"  If  you'll  be  Cure  to  come  at  four." 

The  Doctor  now  obeys  the  fummons, 

Likes  both  his  company  and  commons; 

Difplays  his  talent,  fits  till  ten 

Next  day  invited  comes  again; 

5$.  Negat  llle  mi  hi? 

56.  — • —  Negat  improbus,  et  te 
Negligit,  aut  horret. 

57.  Voltchim  mane  Ph' lip-pus 

Villa  vender.tem  tunicatofcruta  \ 
Occupat,  et  faherejubet  prior. 

65.  llle  Philipo 

Excufare  labor  em. — . 
7 1 . Sic  ignoviffe  puttito 

Me  tibi,  ft  coenas  hodie  mccum.     Ut  libct.     Ergo 

Poft  nonam  venies 

74-  Ut  ventum  ad  caenam  eft,  dicenda,  tacenda  locu- 
tus. 

Tandem  dormiium  dimittitiir.     Hie  ubi  faepe 

VOL.  VII.  P  Soon 
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Soon  grows  domeftic;  feldom  fails 

Either  at  morning  or  at  meals ; 

Came  early,  and  departed  late  : 

In  ihort,  the  gudgeon  took  the  bait. 

My  Lord  would  carry  on  the  jeft, 

And  down  to  Windibr  takes  his  gueft. 

Swift  much  admires  the  place  and  air, 

And  longs  to  be  a  canon  there  ; 

In  fummer  round  the  park  to  ride, 

In  winter,  never  to  reiide. 

A  canon!  that's  a  place  too  mean  ; 

No,  Doctor,  you  {hall  be  a  Dean  ; 

Two  dozen  canons  round  your  ftall, 

And  you  the  tyrant  o'er  them  all :  90 

You  need  but  crofs  the  Iriih  feas, 

To  live  in  plenty,  pow'r,  and  eafe. 

Poor  Swift  departs  ;  and,  what  is  worfe. 

With  borrow'd  money  in  his  purfe; 

Travels  at  leaft  an  hundred  leagues,  05 

And  fuffers  numberlefs  fatigues. 

Suppofe  him  now  a  Dean  complete, 
Devoutly  lolling  in  his  feat ; 
The  filver  virge,  with  decent  pride, 
Stuck  underneath  his  cufhion-fide,  100 

Suppofe  him  gone  through  all  vexations, 
Patents,  inftalments,  abjurations, 
Firft-fruits,  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats  ; 
Dues,  payments,  fees,  demands,  and- cheats, 


Occultum  vifns  dec itrrere  pifcis  ad  bamum, 

Mane  client^  et  jam  certus  conviva: 

8 1 .  Jubetur 

Rura  juburbana  indiElis  come  sire  Latlnis. 
Inipofitus  mannis,  arvum  coehimque  Sabinum 
Nan  cejjcit  laudare. 

y  ridetque  Ph'lippus. 

(The 
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(The  wicked  laity's  contriving  105 

To  hinder  clergymen  from  thriving). 

Now  all  the  Doctor's  money's  fpent, 

His  tenants  wrong  him  in  his  rent  ; 

The  farmer's  fpitefuliy  combin'd, 

Force  him  to  take  his  tithes  in  kind  ;  HO 

And  Parvifol  *•'*  difcounts  arrears 

By  bills  for  taxes  and  repairs  f« 


Poor 


107.  -  -Ovesfurto,  morbo  periere  ccpellae; 
Spem  mentitafeges,  bos  eft  eneftus  arando; 


*  The  Dean's  agent,  a  Frenchman. 

•\  Upon  Dr.  Swifts  arrival  in  Ireland  to  take  pofiV/Tion  of  hi& 
deanery,  he  found  the  violence  cf  party  raging  in  that  kingdom  to  the 
higheit  degree.  The  common  people  were  taught  to  look  upon  him 
as  a  Jacobite  ;  and  they  proceeded  ib  far  in  their  dettftation,  as  to 
throw  {tones  and  dirt  at  him  as  he  paffed  through  tie  ftreets.  The 
chapter  of  S:  Patrick's,  like  the  rtft  of  the  kingdom,  received  him 
with  great  reluctance  ;  they  thwarted  him  in  every  pgint  that  lie  pro- 
pofed.  He  was  avoided  as  a  peftilence ;  he  was  cppofed  as  an  in- 
vader 5  he  was  marked  out  as  an  enemy  to  his  country.  Such  was 
his  firft  reception  as  Dean  of  St.  Patrick'?.  Fewer  talents,  and  left 
firmnef?,  muft  have  yielded  to  fo  outrageous  an  oppofiticn;  Jed  centra 
tudenthr  ibat.  He  had  feen  enough  of  human  nature,  10  be  convin- 
ced, that  the  paflions  of  low,  ftlf  interested  minds  ebb  and  flow  con- 
tinually. They  love  they  know  not  whom,  they  hate  they  know  not 
why:  they  are  captivated  by  words,  guided  by  names,  and  governed 
by  accidents,  Sacimerel  end  the  church  h:.d  been  of  as  great  fervice 
to  or.e  party  in  the  year  1710,  as  Popery  ;  nd  flavery  were  to  the  o- 
ther  in  the  year  1713.  Bui,  to  {hew  the  Orange  revolutions  in  this 
world,  Dr.  Swift,  who  was  now  the  detefhtion  of  the  Irifli  rabble, 
lived  to  be  afterwards  the  mcft  abfolute  monarch  over  them  that  ever 
governed  men. 

His  firft  llep  was,  to  reduce  to  reafon  and  obedience  his  rev.  bretbiert 
the  chapter  of  St.  Patiick's  :  in  which  he  fucceeded  fo  peri'e&Jy  and 
fo  fpcedily,  that,  in  a  fhott  time  after  his  arrival,  not  one  member  o: 
that  body  offered  to  contradict  him,  even  in  trif.es.  On  the  con- 
trary, they  held  him  in  the  highefl  refpect  nnd  veneration  j  fo  t1:  , 
he  fat  in  th£  chapter- houfe,  like  Jupiter  in  the  fynod  of  the  rjrds. 
"Whether fear  or  conviction  were  the  motives  of  fo  irr.rr.Hiat"  a 
I  leave  you  to  confider  j  but  certain  it  is, 

V\ro  Pbccbl  ctorus  ajjl>rrexetlt 
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Poor  Swift,  with  all  his  lofTes  vext, 

Not  knowing  where  to  turn  him  next, 

Above  a  thoufand  pounds  in  debt,  115 

Takes  horfe,  and  in  a  mighty  fret 

Rides  day  and  night  at  fuch  a  rate 

He  foon  arrives  at  Harley's  gate ; 

But  was  ib  dirty,  pale,  and  thin, 

Old  Read  *  would  hardly  let  him  in.  I2O 

Said  Harley,  Welcome,  Rev'rend  Dean  ; 
What  makes  your  Worfhip  look  fo  lean  ? 
Why,  fure,  you  won't  appear  in  town 
In  that  old  wig  and  rufty  gown  ? 
I  doubt  your  heart  is  fet  on  pelf  125 

So  much  that  you  neglect  yourfelf. 
What !  I  fuppoie  now  flocks  are  high, 
You've  fome  good  pur  chafe  in  your  eye  ; 

Or  is  your  money  out  at  ufe  ? 

Truce,  good  my  Lord,  I  beg  a  truce,  130 

(The  Doctor  in  a  paiRon  cry'd), 
Your  raillery  is  mifapply'd  ; 
Experience  I  have  dearly  bought ; 
You  know  I  am  not  worth  a  groat : 

113.  Offenfus  damniS)  media  de  nofte  caballum 
Arripit)  iratufque  Ph'dippi  tendit  ad acdes. 

121.  £hiemfnnu!afycxit  fcabrum  intonfiimque  Philippus 
Dttrus,  ait.,  Vokei,  mmis  attentufque  videris 
Ejfe  mihi. 


However,  Swift  made  r.o  lender  a  fiay  in  Ireland,  in  the  year  1713* 
than  was  requifiteto  eflablifh  himfelf  as  Dean,  and  to  pafs  through 
certain  cuftoms  and  formalities,  or,  to  ufe  his  own  words. 

all vexations,   &c.  I.  loi.- — 104.     Orrery. 


*  The  Lord  Treafurer's  porter. 

But 
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But  'tis  a  folly  to  conteft,  135 

When  you  refolve  to  have  your  jeft ; 
Then,  iince  you  now  have  done  your  worft, 
Pray  leave  me  where  you  found  me  firft  *. 


136.  Qiicd  te  per  genium,  dextramque,  deo/quc  pen&te$ 

)  ct  obteftort  vitac  me  redde  priori. 


CVix^^s/^     <^1v^SNJTr>     O.lLXTasj'O     O1^  \s^3*J  f\T*     Wysf^j\f*     ^!VX^fc*/T*       ^Tv*72;>.' *^L 

•§i^.3'l5!^i&^®'&-SI>i©<i'{l&  Cf®&  ^^B  S®& 

HORACE,    Lib.    ii.  Sat.   6.  part   of  i* 

IMITATED    -f. 


Written  about  the  Year   1713. 

T'VE  often  wifh'd,  that  I  had  clear 

•*•  For  life  fix  hundred  pounds  a-year, 

A  handfome  houfe  to  lodge  a  friend, 

A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 

A  terras  walk,  and  half  a  rood  j 

Of  land  fet  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more, 

I  afk  not  to  increafe  my  ftore  ; 

I.  Hoc  erat  in  votis  :  modus  agn  non  it  a  mngr.us, 
Hortus  ubi,  et  tefto  vicinus  jugis  aqute  fens, 
Et  paulum  filvae  fuper  his  for  et* 

7. Auclius  atque 

Dii  melius  fecere. — 


*  In  England,  where  hefeems  by  this  poem  to  !'•  !  ci'  a  fett^.mcot 
in  ihc  manner  pecu!;ar  to  hirr^felf. 

•f  This  poem  was  written  about  the  fame  time  with  the  preceding, 
and  apparently  with  the  fame  view.  — It  wsy  I'Herwards  en- 
larged by  Mr.  Pops.  See  Warburton's  edition  of  Pupc's  work?, 
vol.  4. 

P  3  But 
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But  fliould  be  perfectly  content, 

Could  I  but  live  on  this  fide  Trent,  10 

Nor  crofs  the  channel  twice  a-year 

To  fpend  iix  months  \\m\\Jiatefmcn  here. 

I  imi ft  by  all  means  come  to  town, 
'Tis  for  the  fervice  of  the  crown. 
4<   Lewis  the  Dean  will  be  of  life  ;  15 

"  Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excufe." 
The  toil,   the  danger  of  the  feas, 
Great  minifters  ne'er  think  of  thefe  ; 
Or,  let  it  coil  five  hundred  pound, 
No  matter  where  the  money's  found,  20 

It  is  but  fo  much  more  in  debt, 
And  that  they  ne'er  confider'd  yet. 

"  Good  Mr'.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown, 
"  Let  my  Lord  know  you're  come  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  in  hafte  away,  25 

Not  thinking  it  is  levee-day  ; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pound, 
Hemm'd  by  a  triple  circle  round, 
Checquer'd  with  ribands  blue  and  green  ; 
How  ihould  I  thruft  myfelf  between  ?  30 

Some  wag  obferves  me  thus  perplext, 
And  fmiling  whifpers  to  the  next, 
*'  I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud 
"  To  juftle  here  among  a  croud." 
Another  in  a  furly  fit,  35 

Tells  me,   I  have  more  zeal  than  wit; 
<(  So  eager  to  exprefs  your  love, 
"  You  ne'er  conlider  whom  you  fhove, 

17.  Sive  Aquilo  radlt  terras,  feu  Iruma  mvalem 

Interiore  diem  gyro  trabit,  ire  necejje  eft. 
35.  IjHiidvis,  infine^et  quas  resagisf1  improbus urget$ 

Jratis  precibiiS)   tu  piilfes  crnne  quod  oltftat. 

Ad  Mec&naicm  memotiji  mer.-te  recurras. 

Hoc  juvzt)  etmcliieji)  non  mentiar. — 

"  But 


*' 
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"  But  rudely  prefs  before  a  Duke." 

I  own,  I'm  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke,  40 

And  take  it  kindly  meant  to  fhow 

Wh^t  I  defire  the  word  fhould  know. 

I  get  a  whifper  and  withdraw, 
"When  twenty  fools  I  never  faw 

Come  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd,  45 

Den*  ring  I  would  ftand  their  friend. 

This  humbly  offers  rne  his  cafe  - 
That  begs  my  intVeft  for  a  place  - 
An  hundred  other  rnens  affairs 
Like  bees  are  humming;  in  my  ears. 

(c    T  1 

lo-rnorrow  my  appeal  comes  on, 
"  Without  your  help  the  caufe  is  gone 

The  Duke  expects  my  Lord  and  you 
About  fome  great  affair  at  two  - 

"  Put  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  in  mind  55 

"  To  get  my  warrant  quickly  fign'd  : 

"   Conikler,   'tis  my  fir  ft  requeft."  - 

Be  fatisfy'd,  I'll  do  my  beft  : 

Then  prefently  he  falls  to  teafe, 

"  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  pleafe  ;  60 

((  I  doubt  not,   if  his  Lordfhip  knew  - 

"  And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you"-  - 
'Tis  (let  me  fee)  three  years  and  more 

(October  next  it  will  be  four) 

Since  Harley  bid  me  firft  attend, 

And  chofe  me  for  an  humble  friend  ; 

Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat, 

And  queftion  me  of  this  and  that  ; 

44.  -  All  in  a  ne  got  ia  centum 

Per  caput  el  circa  jal'nint  Icdus. 

60.  -  Si  vis    po!cs,  addit  it  in  flat. 

63.  Septimus  oclavo  propior  jam  fugerlt  annus, 
Ex  quo  Meceenas  me  caepit  labere  fuorum 
fn  numero  ;  duntaxat  iid  hoc,  quern  t  oiler  e  rkeda 
Pellet  iter  facie  m.  (t  cui  con  credere  nugas, 

As, 
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As,  "  What's  o'clock  ?"  and,  How's  the  wind  ? 

ts  Whofe  chariot's  that  we  left  behind  ?"  7© 

Or  gravely  try  to  read  the  lines 

Writ  underneath  the  country -Jigns  • 

Or,  "  Have  you  nothing  new  to-day 

"  From  Pope,  from  Parnel,  or  from  Gay  ?" 

Such  tattle  often  entertains 

My  Lord  and  me  as  far  as  Stains, 

As  once  a- week  we  travel  down 

To  Windfor,   and  again  to  town, 

Where  all  that  panics  inter  KOS 

Might  be  proclaimed  at  Charing-crofs.  80 

Yet  fome  I  know  with  envy  fwell, 

Becaufe  they  fee  me  us'd  fo  well : 

"  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean  ? 

I  wonder  what  fome  people  mean  ; 

My  Lord  and  he  are  grown  fo  great,  85 

Always  together,  tete  a  tete, 

What  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes • 

"  See  but  the  fortune  of  fome  folks  1" 

There  flies  about  a  ftrange  report 

Of  fome  exprefs  arriv'd  at  court,  90 

I'm  ftopp'd  by  all  the  fools  I  meet, 

And  catechis'd  in  ev'ry  ftreet. 

"  You,  Mr.  Dean,  frequent  the  great ; 

**  Inform  us,  will  the  Emp'ror  treat  ? 

4<  Or,  do  the  prints  and  papers  lie  ?"  95 

Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 

"  Ah!  Doctor,  how  you  love  to  j eft! 

'*  'Tis  now  no  fecret" 1  proteft 

'Tis  one  to  me. —  "  Then  tell  us,  pray, 

"  When  are  the  troops  to  ha.ve  their  pay  ? '        100 

81. Subjefiior  in  diem  et  boram 

Invidite. 

Fr'tgidus  a  roftris  manat per  compifa  rumor  ; 
obviw  eft*  me  confulit. 

xlnd 
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And  though  I  folemnly  declare 
I  know  no  more  than  my  Lord  Mayor, 
They  Hand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 
The  clofeft  mortal  ever  known. 

Thus  in  a  Tea  of  folly  toft,  105 

My  choiceft  hours  of  life  are  loft  ; 
Yet  always  wifliing  to  retreat, 
Oh,  could  I  fee  my  country  feat  ! 
There  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook, 
Sleep,  or  perufe  fome  ancient  book  !  HO 

And  there  in  fweet  oblivion  drown 
Thofe  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town  ! 

101.  Jurantem  me  fcire  nihil,  miraniur>  ut  tinum 
Scilicet  egregii  mortalem  altiqite  felenti. 

1  08.  0  ruSy  quando  ego  te  afpiciam,  quandoqilf  liccbit 
Nunc   veterum  libris,   mine  fomno,  et  inertibus 

horis 
Ducere  folliclttf  jucunda  oblivia  vita  ? 


The  happy  Life  of  a  Country-Parfon, 
In  Imitation  of  MARTIAL  f. 

Arfon,  thefe  things  in  thy  polTeffing 

Are  better  than  the  Biihop's  bleffing. 
A  wife  that  makes  conferves  ;   a  ftoed 
That  carries  double  when  there's  neea; 
October  ftore,  and  beft  Virginia,  ^ 

Tythe-pig,  and  mortuary  guinea  ; 

*  This  and  the  two  following  poems  were  wrote  by  Mr.  Pope. 

Gazettes 
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Gazettes  fent  gratis  down  and  frank'd, 

For  which  thy  patron's  weekly  thank'd  ; 

A  large  concordance,  bound  long  fince  ; 

Sermons  to  Charles  the  Firil  when  Prince  ;  I* 

A  chronicle  of  ancient  ftanding  ; 

A  Chn  foftom  to  fmoorh  thy  hand  in  ; 

The  Poiyglott,  —  three  partss  —  r.iy  text,— 

Hovvbeit,  —  likewife  —  now  to  my  next,.— 

Lo  here  the  Septuagint,—  and  Paul,  —  1$ 

To  fum  the  whole,  —  the  clofe  of  all. 

He  that  has  thefe,  may  pafs  his  life, 
Drink  with  the  'Squire,  and  kifs  his  wife; 
On  Sundays  preach,  and  eat  his  fill; 
And  fail  on  Fridays  —  ir  he  will  ;  23- 

Toaft  Church  and  Queen,  explain  the  news, 
Talk  with  church-  wardens  about  pews,. 
Pray  heartily  for  feme  new  gift, 
And  ihake  his  head  at  Doctor  Swift. 


*    A  TALE  of  CHAUCER, 
Lately  found  in  an  old  manufcript. 

\T7"Omen,  though  not  fans  lecherie, 

Ne  fwinken  but  with  fecrecie  : 
This  in  our  tale  is  plain  y-fond, 
Of  clerk  that  wonneth  in  Irelond  ; 
Which  to  the  fennes  hath  him  betake 
To  filch  the  gray  ducke  fro  the  lake. 
Right  then  ther<:  paflen  by  the  way. 
His  aunt,  and  eke  her  daughters  tway  : 
Ducke  in  his  trowzes  hath  he  hent 
Not  to  be  fpied  of  ladies  gent.  10 

"  But  ho  !  our  nephew,  (crieth  one), 
"    Ho!  quoth  another,  couzenjohn; 

And 
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And  ftoppen,  and  lough,  and  callen  out, 

This  fely  clerk  full  low  doth  lout. 

They  aiken  that,  and  talken  this,  15 

"  Lo  here  is  coz,  and  here  is  Mrfs." 

But  as  he  gloz'd  with  fpeeches  foote, 

The  ducke  fore  tickletli  his  erfe  roots  ; 

Fore-piece  and  buttons  all  to-bred:, 

Forth  thruft  a  white  neck  and  red  creft.  2O 

Te-ke9  cry'd  ladies .;  clerke  nought  fpake  ; 

Mifs  ftar'd  ;   and  gray  ducke  crieth  qvaake. 

"  O  moder,  moder,  (quoth  the  daughter), 

<c  Be  thilke  fame  thing  maids  longen  a'ter  ? 

"  Bette  is  to  pyne  on  coals  and  chalke.  25 

u  Then  truft  on  man,  whole  yerde  can  talke." 

if/>f^9f^ 

*    The    ALLEY. 

An  Imita tion  of  SPENCER. 

TN  ev'ry  to\vn  Avhere  Thamis  rolls  his  tide, 
•*•  A  narrow  pafs  there  is,  with  houfeslow; 
Where  ever  and  anon  the  ftream  is  ev'd, 

j 

And  many  a  boat  foft  Hiding  to  and  fro. 
There  oft'  are  heard  the  notes  of  infant-wo,       5 
The  fhort  thick  fob,  loud  fcream,  and  fhriller  fquall ; 
How  can  ye,  mothers,  vex  your  children  fo  ? 
Some  play,  ibme  eat,  fome  cack  againft  the  wall, 
And,  as  they  crouchen  low,   for  bread  and  butter 
call. 

II. 
And  on  the  broken  pavement,  here  and  there,    I© 

Doth  many  a  ftinking  fprat  and  herring  lie ; 
A  brandy  and  tobacco  ihop  is  near, 

And  hens,    and  dogs,  and  hogs  are  feeding  by  ; 

And 
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And  here  a  failor's  jacket  hangs  to  dry. 

At  ev'ry  door  are  fun-burnt  matrons  feen,  15 

Mending  old  nets  to  catch  the  fcaly  fry  : 
Now  finging  fhrill,  and  fcolding  oft  between  ; 

Scolds  anfvver  foul-mouth'd  {colds ;  bad  neighbour- 
hood, I  ween. 

III. 

The  fnappim  cur  (the  paiTengers  annoy) 

Clofe  at  my  heel  with  yelping  treble  flies  ;          20 

The  whimpYing  girl,  and  hoarfer-fcreaming  boy, 
Join  to  the  yelping  treble,  fhrilling  cries: 
The  fcolding  quean  to  louder  notes  cloth  rife, 

And  her  full  pipes  thofe  fhrilling  cries  confound  ; 
To  her  full  pipes  the  grunting  hog  replies  ;       25 
The  grunting  hogs  alarm  the  neighbours  round, 

And  curs,  girls,  boys,  and  fcolds  in  the  deep  bafe 
are  drown'd. 

IV. 

Hard  by  a  fty,  beneath  a  roof  of  thatch, 
Dwelt  Obloquy,  who  in  her  early  days. 

Baikets  of  fiili  at  Bilingfgate  did  watch,  30 

Cod,  whiting,  oyfter,  mackrel,  fprat,  or  plaice  : 
There  learn 'd  fhe  fpeech  from  tongues  that  never 
ceafe. 

Slander  befide  her,  like  a  magpye,  chatters, 
With  envy,   (fpitting  cat)  dread  foe  to  peace  : 

Like  a  curs'd  cur,  Malice  before  her  clatters,        35 

And,  vexing  ev'ry  wight,    tears  cloaths  and  all  to 
tatters. 

V. 

Her  dugs  were  mark'd  by  ev'ry  collier's  hand, 
Her  mouth  was  black  as  bull-clogs  at  the  ftall  : 

She  fcratch'd,  bit,  and  fpar'cl  ne  lace  ne  band  ; 
And  bitch  and  rogue  her  anfwer  was  to  all ;      40 
Nay,  e'en  the  parts  of  marne  by  name  would  call. 

Whene'er  (he. paired  by  a  lane  or  nook, 

Would  oreet  the  man  who  turn'd  him  to  the  wall, 
And  by  his  hand  obfcene  the  porter  too->c, 

Nor  never  did  aikance  like  modeft  virgin  lock.    45 

Such 
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VI. 

Such  place  hath  Deptford,  navy-building  town  : 
Woolwich  and  Wapping,   imelling  iirong  of 

pit-:h  : 

Such  Lambeth,  envy  of  each  band  and  gown  ; 
And  Twick'nam  fuch,  which  fairer  icenes  enrich, 
Grots,  itatucs,  urns,  and  Jo  —  n'sdog  and  bitch  :  50 
Ne  village  is  without  on  cither  fide, 

All  up  the  -{liver  Thames,  or  all  a -clown  ; 

Ne  Richmond's    felf,  from  whole  tall  front  are 

ey'd 

Vules,  fpires,   meandring  ftreams,    and  Windfor's 
tow'ry  pride. 


* 


The    GA  PON's    TALE. 


To  a  Lady  who  fathered   her   Lampoons 
upon    her  acquaintance. 

TN  Yorklhire  dwelt  a  fober  yeoman,, 

•*•  Whole  wife,  a  clean,  pains-taking  woman, 

Fed  numerous  poultry  in  her  pens, 

And  faw  her  cocks  well  ferve  her  hens. 

A  hen  flie  had,  whofe-  tuneful  clocks  5 

Drew  after  her  a  train  of  cocks; 
\Vith  eyes  fo  piercing,  yet  fo  pleafant, 
You  would  have  fwcrn  this  hen  a  pheafant. 
All  the  plum'd  beau-monde  round  her  gathers  ;_ 
Lord  !  what  a  bruftling  up  of  feathers  !  10 

Morning  from  noon  there  was  no  knowing, 
There  was  fuch  fluttering,  chuckling,  crowing  : 
Each  forward  bird  mufi:  thruft  his  head  in, 
And  not  a  cock  but  would  be  treading. 

VOL.  VI  J.  Vet 


182          MISCELLANIES  IN  VERSE. 

Yet  tender  was  this  hen  fo  fair,  15 

And  hatch'd  more  chicks  than  (lie  could  rear. 

Our  prudent  darne  bethought  her  thai 
Of  fame  dry  nurfe  to  fave  her  hen : 
She  made  a  capon  drunk  ;  in  tine, 
He  eat  the  fops,  fhe  flpp'd  the  wine  ;  20 

His  rump  well  pluck'd  with  nettles  flings, 
And  claps  the  brood  beneath  his  wings. 

The  feather'd  dupe  awakes  content, 
OVrjoy'd  to  fee  what  God  had  fent ; 
Thinks  he's  the  hen,   clocks,  keeps  a  pother,       25 
A  foolifh  fetter-father- mother. 

Such,  Lady  Mary,  are  your  tricks  ; 
B\-t  ilnce  you  hatch,  pray  own  your  chicks  ; 
You  fhould  be  better  ikill'd  in  nocks, 
Nor,  like  your  capons,  ferve  your  cocks.  30 


VERSES  written    in    a  lady's    ivory  table- 
book. 


Written  in  the  year  1706. 

*  -i 


TjErufe  my  leaves  thro'  ev'ry  parr, 
••*•     And  think  thou  feeft  my  owner's  heart, 
Scvawl'd  o'er  with  trifles  thus,  and  quite 
As  hard,  as  fenielefs,  and  as  light  ; 
ixpos'd  to  ev'ry  coxcomb's  eyes,  5 

But  hid  with  caution  from  the  wife. 
Here  you  may  read,  Dear  charming  faint, 
Beneath,   A  nciv  receipt  for  paint : 
Her  in  beau-fpelling,   Tru  tel  deth\ 
There  in  her  own,  Far  an  el  breth  ;  i  Q 

Here 
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Here,  Lovely  nymth,  pi  enounce  my  doom: 

There,   A  fife  luay  to  life  perfume  : 

Here  a  page  nll'cl  with  billetdoux  : 

On  t'other  lide,   Laid  out  for  fowl  ; 

Madam,    1  die  without  your  grace  ;  \  $ 

Item,  for  failf  a  yard  of  lace. 

Who  that  had  wit  would  place  it  here, 

For  ev'ry  peeping  fop  to  jeer  ? 

In  pow'r  of  fpittle,  and  a  clout. 

Whene'er  he  pleaie,  to  blot  it  out ;  2O 

And  then  to  heighten  the  difgrace, 

Clap  his  own  nonfenfe  in  the  place,, 

Whoever  expects  to  bold  his  part 

In  fuch  a  book,  and  fuch  a  heart, 

If  he  be  wealthy  and  a  fool,  25 

Is  in  all  points  the  fitteft  tool  ; 

Of  whom  it  may  be  juftly  faid,i> 

He's  a  gold  pencil  tipp'd  with.  lea' j.. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs.    HARRIS'S    PETITION*, 

Written  in  the  year  1701. 

To  their  Excellencies, 

The  LORDS  JUSTICES  of  Ireland-j-, 

The  humble  petition  of  Frances  Harris  , 

Who  muft  Jtarvey  and  die  a  maidy  if  It  mif  carries  + 

Humbly  Jbewetb} 
*  |  "HAT  I  went  to  warm  myfelf  in  Lady  Betty's  £ 

J       chamber,  becaufe  I  was  cold  ; 
And  I  had  in  a  purfe  feven  pounds  four  Shillings  and. 

fix-pence,  befides  farthings,  in  money  and  gold; 

*  When  the  Earl  of  Berkeley  was  one  of  the  Lords  Jufiices  of 
Irtrhrd,  Suift  s  true  poetical  vain  (Pindaric  flights  being  entirely  out. 
of  the  road  of  his  talents)  began  to  difcover  itfelf  in  fome  occafional 
pieces  which  he  writ  in  thofe  times,  particularly  in  the  Bailadonthe 
ga<rc  of  traffic  [vol.  8.],  in  the  Ballad  to  the  tune  of  the  cut- 
j.urfe,  and  in  Mir.  Harris's  petition.  Thefe  poems  are  all  wrong  dat- 
ed in  the  feveral  editions  of  his  works.  It  appears  to  a  demonftrat'on 
they  were  all  written  in  the  year  1699.  —  The  petuion  of  Mrs.  Harris, 
although  it  may  be  ranked  in  that  clafs  of  poety  which  is  called  low 
humour,  is  full  of  mirth  and  raillery.  The  Doctor  himfe'f  and  Mrs. 
Hani?,  are  the  two  principal  characters,  againft  whom  the  ridicule  is 
immediately  pointed.  However,  there  is  one  beautiful  ftioke  of  na- 
ture iii  this  poem  worthy  to  be  remarked,  which  in  the  way  of  cha. 
rafterifing  can  never  be  excelled  by  any  effort  of  geniu«.  Do  but  ob- 
ilrve  the  anfwer  of  the  old  deaf  houfekeeper  in  the  following  lines: 

Then  my  dame  Wadgar  came,  &c.  1.  25.  to  1.  29. 

In  one  vcvd,  whoever  can  read  this  petition  of  Mrs.  Harris  without 
feeling  fume  extraordinary  pleafure,  ha.th  in  my  opinion,  neither  wit, 
humour,  judgement,  nor  any  tafte  for  poetry  in  his  whole  compofi- 
tSon.  Swift. 

•f  Earl  of  Berkeley,  and  Earl  of  Galvvay. 

I   Lady  Betty  Berkeley, 

So> 
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So,  becaufe  I  had  been  buying  things  for  my  Lady 

laft  night, 
I  -was  reiblv'd   to  tell  my  money,    to    fee  if  it  was 

right. 
Now,  you  mud  know,  becaufe  my  trunk  has  a 

very  bad  lock,  5 

Therefore    all  the   money  I  have,  which,  God     \ 

knows,  is  a  very  fmall  ftock, 
I  kept  in  my  pocket,  ty'd  about  my  middle,  next 

to-*  my  fmock. 
So,  when  I  went  to  put  np  my  purfe,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  fmock  was  unript, 
And,  inftead  of  putting  it   into  my  pocket,  down 

it  flipt  : 
Then  the  bejl  rung,   and  I  went  down  to  put   my 

Lady  to  bed  ;  10 

And,    God  knows,  I    thought  my  money   was  as 

iafe  as  my  maidenhead. 
So,  when  I  came  up  again,  I  found  my  pocket  feel 

very  light  : 
But  when  I   fearch'd,  and  mifs'd  my  purfe,  Lord  ! 

I  thotmlit  I  fhould  have  funk  outright. 

O  O 

Lord  !  Madam,  fays  Mary,  how  d'ye  do?  Indeed, 
fays  I,   never  worfc, 

4 

But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  have  done  with 

my  purfe  ?  15 

Lord  help  me  !   faid  May,  I  never  ilirrVl  out  of  this 

place  : 
Nay    faicl  I,  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  chamber,  that's 

a  plain  cafe. 

So 'Mary  got  me  to  bed,  and  covcv'cl  me  up  warm  : 
However,  me    Hole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might 

do  myfelf  no  harm. 
•So  I  tumbled  and  tofs'd  all  night,  .as  you  may  very 

well  think,  20 

But  hardly  e\ci*  yet  fet  my  eyes  together,  or  flept  a 

wink... 

So 
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So  I  was  a-dreamYl,  methought,   that  we  went  and. 

fearch'd  the  folks  round, 
And  in  a  corner  of  Mrs.  Duke's  box  ty'd  in  a  rag 

the  money  was  found. 
So  Jiext  morning  we   told  Whittle  *,  and  he   fell 

a-fwearing ; 
Then    my    Dame  Wadger  f  came  ;  and  me,   you 

know,   is  thick  of  hearing  :'  25 

Dame,  laid  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  know 

what  a  lofs  I  have  had  ? 

Nay,  faid  {he,  my  Lord  Colway's  ±  folks  are  all  ve- 
ry fad  ; 

For  my  Lord  Dromedary  ||  comes  a  Tuefday  with- 
out fail. 
Pugh  !  {aid  I,  but  that's  not   the  bus'nefs  that  I 

ail. 
Says  Gary  **,  fays  he,  I  have  been  a  fervant    this 

five  and  twenty  years,   come  fpring,  30 

-And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  fuch  a 

thing. 
Yes,    fays  the  {reward,  I  remember,  when  I  was  at 

my  Lady  Shrewfbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd  juft  about  the  time  of 

goofeberries. 
So  I  went  to  the  party  fufpected,    and  I  found  her 

full  of  grief, 
(Now  you  mu ft  know,   of  all  things  in  the  world,  I 

hate  a  thief).  35 

However,  I  was  refolved  to  bring  the  difcourfe  flily 

about : 
Mrs.  Dukes  f  f ,  faid  I,  here's  an  ugly  accident  has 

happen'd  out  : 

*   Edrl  of  Berk -ley's  valet, 
•j-  The  old    deaf  houf~keeper. 
j   Gaiway. 

}|  Drogheda,  who,  with   the   Primate,  was   to   fucceed   the   two 
Earls. 

**    Clerk  of  the  kitchen. 

ft  A  f.-rvant,  wife  to  cue  of  the  footmen^ 

Tis 
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'Tis   not  that  I  value  the   money  three  fkips  of  a 

loufe  14  ; 
But  the    thing  I  ftand   upon   is  the   credit   of  the 

ho  life. 
'Tis  true,  feven  pounds  four  {hillings  and  fix-penes 

makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages-:  40 

Befldes,  as  they  fay,  fervke   is    no    inheritance    in 

thefe  ages. 
Now,.  Mrs.  Dukes,  you  know,  and  every  body  un- 

derftands, 
That  tho'  'tis  hard  to  judge,    yet  money   can't  go 

without  hands. 
The  devil  take  me,    faid  flie,   (bleillng  herfelf),  if 

ever  I  faw't ! 
So  fhe  roar'd  like  a  bedlam,  as -though  I  had  call'd 

her  all  to  naught.  45 

So  you  know,  what  could  I  fay  to  her  any  more  ? 
I  e'en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wile  as  I  was  be- 
fore, 
Well,  but  then  they  would  have  had  me  gone  to  the 

cunning  man  : 
No,  faid  I,   'tis  the  fame  thing,  the  chaplain  will  be 

here  anon. 
So  the  chaplain  *  came  in,     Now,  the  fervants  fay 

he  is  my  fweetheart,  50 

Becaufe  he's  always   in  my  chamber,  and   I  always 

take  his  part. 
So,    as  the  devil  would  have  it,  before  I  was  aware, 

out  I  blunder'd, 
Parfon,    laid  I,  can   you  caft  a  nativity,    when  a 

body's  plunder'd  ? 
(Now,  you  mull:  know,  he  hates  to  be  call'd  par- 

fon  like  the  devil) 
Truly,  fays   he,    Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  you 

to  be  more  civil  :  55 

JJ  An  ufual  f)  ing  of  hers, 
*  The  au'.hor, 

If 
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If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  divine  faysy  . 

d'ye  fee, 
You  are  no  text  for  my  handling  ;  fo  take  that  from  - 

me  : 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  conjurer  before,  I'd  have 

you  to  know. 
Lord!  faid  I,  don't  .be  angry,  I  am  fure  I  never. 

O     *    ' 

thought  you  fo  ; 
You  know,   I  honour  the  cloth  ;  I  deiign  to  be  a 

parfon's  wife  ;  60 

I  never  took  one  in  your  coat  for  a  conjurer  in  all  . 

my  life. 
With  that  he  twiftcd  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope,  as 

who  fhould  fay, 
Now  you  may  go  hang  yourfclf  forme,  and  fo  went  : 

away. 

* 

Well  :  I  thought  I  fhould  have  fwoon'd.     Lord  !  • 

faid  I,  what  Ihall  1  do  ? 
I   have  loft  all  my  money,  and  fliall  lofe  my  true 

love  too.  65  . 

hen  my  Lord  call'd  me  :  Harry  *,  faicl  my  Lord, , 

don't  crv, 

J  ' 

Til  give  you  fomething  towards  thy  lofs  :   and  fays 
my  Ladv,  fo  will  I.  . 

«  >   7 

Oh!  but,    laid  I,  what   if,  after  all,  my  chaplain 
won't  come  to  ? 

For  that,  he  faid,   (an't  pleafe  your  Excellencies),  I  • 
muil  petition  you. 

The  premises    tenderly    conilder'd,    I   tie  fire  your 
Excellencies  protection,  70 

And  that  I  may  have  a  ihare  in  next  Sunday's  col- 
lection ; 

And,  over  and  above,    that  I  may  have  your  Ex- 
cellencies letter, 

With  an  order  for  the  chaplain  aforefaid,  or,  in- 
{lead  of  him  a  better  : 


*  A  cant  \vcrd  of  my  L;rd  and  Lady  to  Mrs  Hrrris,  • 

And 
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And  then  your  poor  petioner  both  night  and  day, 
Or    the   chaplain,     (for    'tis   his  trade)  as  in  duty 
hound,  ihail  ever  pray.  75 


Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  finding  in  the  author's  roomfome 
v.  rfcs  *  i'-','fin>JJjedy  undeiivrit  ajfanza  of  her  own, 
with  raillery  u£on  him;  luhich  gave  cccajion  to  this 
ballad,  ivritten.  by  the  author  in  a  counterfeit  hand ', 
as  if  a  third  perjon  had  done  it. 

Written  in  the  year  1703, 


To  the  Tune  of  The    cutpurfe. 


ONCE  on  a  time,  as  old  ftories  rehearfe, 
A  friar  would  needs  ihew  his  talent  in  La- 
tin : 

But  was  forely  put  to't  in  ihe  mid  ft  of  a  verfe, 
Becaufe  he  could  find  no  v;ord  to  come  pat  in  : 
Then  all  in  the  place  5 

He  left  a  void  fpace, 
A.nd  Co-went  to  bed   in  a  deipcrate  cafe  : 
When  behold'the  next  morning  a  wonderful  riddle! 
He  found  it  was  ftrangely  fill'd  up  in  the  middle. 
Chorus.   Let  ceiijUring  critics  then  think  what  they 
lift  rjnt\  10 

Who  ivould  not  write  verfes  with-  fitch  an 
ajjiftant  ? 


'•  Thefe  verfi'S  are  called,  A  ballad  on  the  game  of  traffic,  and  may 
be  found  amopg  the  poflhumous  poetry, 

This 
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II. 

This  put  me  the  friar  into  an  amazement  ; 

For  he  wifely  coniider'd  it  muft  be  a  fprite, 
That  came  thro'  the  key-hole,  or  in  at  the  cafement ; 
And  it  needs  muft  be  one   that  could  both  read 
and  write  ;  1.5 

Yet  he  did  not  know 
If  it  were  friend  or  foe, 
Or  whether  it  came  from  above  or  below  : 
Howe'er,  it  was  civil  in  angel  or  elf,  19 

For  he  ne'er  could  have  fill'd  it  fo  well  of  himfelf. 
Cho.  Let  cenfuring.,  &c. 

III. 
Even  fo  Matter  Doctor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  making  a  ballad,   but  was  at  a  ftand  : 
He  had  mix'd  little  wit  with  a  great  deal  of  pains ; 
When  he  found  a  new  help  from  inviiibie  hand. 
Then  good  Doctor  Swift,  26 

Pay  thanks  for  the  gift, 

For  you  freely  muft  own  you  were  at  a  dead  lift : 
And,  though  fome  malicious  young  fpirit  diddo't, 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  cloven  foot, 
Cho,  Let  cenfuring)  &c. 
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V  A  N  B  R  U  G  H  5s   HOUSE: 

Built  from  the  ruins  of  Whitehall  diat  was 

burnt  . 


Written  in  the  year  1706". 

|N  times  of  old,   when  time  was  young_, 
£  And  poets  their  own  verfes  fung» 

M 
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A  verfe  could  draw  a  ftone  or  beam, 

That  now  would  overload  a  team  ; 

Lead  them  a  dance  of  many  a  mile,  5 

Then  rear  them  to  a  goodly  pile. 

Each  number  had  its  different  pow'r; 

Heroic  ftrains  could  build  a  tow'r ; 

Sonnets,  or  elegies  to  Chloris, 

Might  raife  a  houfe  about  two  ftories  ;  IO 

A  Ivric  ode  would  ilate  ;  a  catch 

J 

Would  tile  ;  an  epigram  would  thatch. 

But,  to  their  own,    or  landlord's  coil, 
Now  poets  feel  this  art  is  loft. 

Not  one  of  all  our  tuneful  throng  15 

Can  raife  a  lodging  for  a  fong  : 
For  Jove  confider'd  well  the  cafe, 
Obferv'd  they  grew  a  num'rous  race  ; 
And  fhould  they  build  as  faft  as  write, 
?T\vould  ruin  undertakers  quite.  20 

This  evil  therefore  to  prevent, 
He  wifely  change'd  their  element : 
On  earth  the  god  of  wealth  was  made 
Sole  patron  of  the  building  trade ; 
Leaving  the  wits  the  fpacious  air,  25 

With  licence  to  build  caftles  there  : 
And,  'tis  conceiv'd,  their  old  pretence 
To  lodge  in  garrets  comes  from  thence. 

Premifing  thus,  in  modern  way, 
The  better  half  we  have  to  fay :  30 

Sing,  MuTe,  the  houfe  of  poet  Van 
In  higher  ftrains  than  we  began. 

Van  (for  'tis  fit  the  reader  know  it) 
-Is  both  a  herald  and  a  poet ; 

No  wonder  then  if  nicely  Ikill'd  35 

In  both  capacities  to  build. 
As  herald,   he  can  in  a  day 
'Repair  a  houfe  *  gone  to  decay ; 

*  Houfe,  family. 

Or 
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Or  by  atchievement,  arms,  •  device, 

Erect  a  new  one  in  a  trice  ;  40 

And  as  a  poet,  he  has  ikill 

To  build  in  fpeculation  ftill. 

Great  Jove  !  he  cry'd,  the  art  reflore 

To  build  by  verfe  as  heretofore, 

And  make  my  mufe  the  architect ;  45 

What  palaces  fhall  we  erect ! 

No  longer  fliall  forfaken  Thames 

Lament  his  old  Whitehall  in  flames ; 

A  pile  ihall  from  its  aihes  rife, 

Fit  to  invade  or  prop  the  Ikies.  50 

Jove  fnul'd,   and.  like  a  gentle  god, 
Confenting  with  the  ufual  nod, 
Told  Van,  he  knew  his  talent  beft, 
And  left  the  choice  to  his  own  breaft. 
So  Van  refolv'd  to  write  a  farce  ;  55 

But,  well  perceiving  wit  was  fcarce, 
With  cunning  that  defect  fupplies  ; 
Takes  a  French  play  as  lawful  prize ; 
Steals  thence  his  plot  and  ev'ry  joke, 
Not  once  fufpecUng  Jove  would  fmoke ;  60 

And  (like  a  wag)  fat  down  to  write. 
Would  whifper  to  himfelf,  a  bite. 
Then  from  the  motley,  mingled  fiyie 
Proceeded  to  erecl:  his  pile. 

So  men  of  old,  to  gain  renown,  did  65 

Build  Babel  with  their  tongues  confounded. 

o 

Jove  faw  the  cheat,  but  thought  it  beft 
To  turn  the  matter  to  a  jeit  : 
Down  from  Olympus'  top  he  flides, 
-Laughing  as  if  h-_-'d  bur  ft  his  iides  :  70 

O  O  / 

Ay,  thought  the  god,  are  thcfc  your  tricks? 

Why  then  old  pi  .TVS  deierve  old  bricks  j 

And  fince  your  i paring  of  your  fhifF, 

Your  building  ihall  be  fmall  enough. 

He  fpake,   and,  grudging,  lent  his  aid:  7^ 

Th'  experienced  bricks  that  knew  their  trade, 

(As 
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(As  being  bricks  at  fecond  hand), 
Now  move,  and  now  in  order  ftand. 

The  building,  as  the  poet  writ, 
Rofe  in  proportion  to  his  wit  :  80 

And  firit  the  prologue  built  a  wall, 
So  wide  as  to  encompafs  all. 
The  fcene,  a  wood,  produce'd  no  more 
Than  a  few  fcrubby  trees  before. 
The  plot  as  yet  lay  deep  ;  and  fo  85 

A  cellar  next  was  dug  below : 
But  this  a  work  fo  hard  was  found, 
Two  acts  it  coft  him  under  ground. 
Two  other  acts,  we  may  prefume, 
Were  fpent  in  building  each  a  room.  90 

Thus  far  advance'd,  he  made  a  fhift 
To  raife  a  roof  with  act  the  fifth. 
The  epilogue  behind,  did  frame 
A  place  not  decent  here  to  name. 

Now  poets  from  all  quarters  ran  95 

To  fee  the  houfe  of  brother  Van ; 
Look'd  high  and  low,  walk'd  often  round ; 
But  no  fuch  houfe  was  to  be  found. 
One  afks  the  watermen  hard  by, 
*'  Where  may  the  poet's  palace  lie?"  100 

Another  of  the  Thames  inquires, 
If  he  has  fecn  its  gilded  fpires  ? 
At  length  they  in  the  rubbifh  fpy 
A  thing  refembling  a  goofe-pye. 
Thither  in  hafte  the  poets  throng,  105 

And  gaze  in  iilent  wonder  long, 
Till  one  in  raptures  thus  began 
To  praife  the  pile  and  builder  Van. 

Thrice  happy  poet !  who  mayfl  trail 
Thy  houfe  about  thee  like  a  fnail ;  1 10 

Or,  harnefs'd  to  a  nag,   at  eafe 
Take  journeys  in  it,  like  a  chaife  ; 
Or  in  a  boat,  whene'er  thoti  wilt, 
Can  ft  make  it  ferve  thee  for  a  tilt. 

VOL.  VII.  R  Capacious 
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Capacious  houfe  !   'tis  own'd  by  all,  115 

Thour't  well  contriv'd,  though  thou  art  fmall : 

For  ev'ry  wit  in  Britain's  ifle 

May  lodge  within  thy  fpacious  pile. 

Like  Bacchus  thou,  as  poets  feign, 

Thy  mother  burnt,  art  born  again^.  120 

Born  like  a  Phcenix  from  the  flume ; 

But  neither  bulk  nor  fhape  the  lame  : 

As  animals  of  largeft  fize 

Corrupt  to  maggots,  worms,  and  flies ; 

A  type  of  modern  wit  and  ftyle,  125 

"  The  rubbiih  of  an  ancient  pile." 

So  chymifts  boaft  they  have  a  pow'r 

From  the  dead  afhes  of  a  flow'r 

Some  faint  refemblance  to  produce. 

But  not  the  virtue,  tafte,  or  juice,  .130 

So  modern  rhymers  wifely  blall 

The  poetry  of  ages  paft ; 

Which,  after  they  have  overthrown, 

They  from  its  ruins  build  their  own. 


The  HISTORY  of  VANBRUGH's  HOUSE. 

Written  in  the  year  1708. 

T  TTHen  mother  Clud  had  rofe  from  play, 

*  *     And  call'd  to  take  the  cards  away, 
Van  faw,  but  feem'd  not  to  regard, 
How  Mifs  pick'd  every  painted  card, 
And,  bufy  both  with  hand  and  eye,  5 

Soon  rear'd  a  houfe  too  ftories  high. 
V  an's  genius,  without  thought  or  lecture, 
Is  hugely  turn'd  to  architecture  : 

He 
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He  view'd  the  edifice,  and  fmil'd, 

Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child  :  10 

It  was  fo  perfect  in  its  kind, 

He  kept  the  model  in  his  mind. 

But  when  he  found  the  hoys  at  plav, 
And  law  them  dabbling  in  their  clay, 
He  flood  behind  a  flail  to  lurk,  15 

And  mark  the  pro-;  re  is  of  their  work. 

J.  O 

With  true  delight  obferv'd  them  all 

Raking  up  mud  to  build  a  wall. 

The  plan  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 

The  model  in  his  table-book  ;  ze 

Thought  himfelf  now  exactly  fkill'd, 

And  lo  refolv'd  a  houfe  to  build  : 

A  real  houfe,  with  rooms,  and  flairs, 

Five  times  at  leafc  as  big  as  theirs  ; 

Taller  than  Mifs's  by  two  yards  ;  .?£ 

Not  a  fham  thing  of  clay  or  cards. 

And  fo  he  did  ;  for  in  a  while 

He  built  up  fuch  a  monflrous  pile, 

That  no  two  chairmen  could  be  found 

Able  to  lift  it  from  the  ground.  30 

Still  at  Whitehall  it  {lands  in  view, 

Tuft  in  the  place  where  firft  it  grew  . 

There  all  the  little  fchoolboys  run, 

Envying  to  fee  themfelves  out-done. 

From  fuch  deep  rudiments  as  thefe,  35 

Van  is  become  by  due  degrees 
For  building  fam'd.  and  juftly  reckoned 
At  court  Vitruvius  the  fecond  : 
No  wonder,   iince  wife  authors  fhow, 
That  beft  foundations  mud  be  low  ;  40 

And  now  the  Duke  *  has  wifely  ta'en  him 
To  be  his  architect  at  Blenheim. 


The  Duke  of  Marlborough,  to  whom  Q^Anne  gave  the 
of  Woodftock,  for  his  Grace's  victory  over  the   Freni  ?:  -   <i  Fav 
At  Blenheim,   Aug.  2,  j"O4. 

R  2 
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But,  raillery  for  once  apart, 

If  this  rule  holds  in  ev'ry  art  ; 

Or  if  his  grace  were  no  more  fkill'd  in  45 

The  art  of  batt'ring  walls  than  building, 

We  might  expect  to  fee  next  year 

A  moufe-trap  man  chief  engineer. 


The  Virtues  of  SID  HAMET  the  Magician's 

Rod  f  . 

Written  in  the  year  17  12* 


rod  was  but  a  harmlefs  wand, 
±    While  Mofes  held  it  in  his  hand ; 
But,  ibon  as  e'er  he  laid  it  down, 
'Twas  a  devouring  ferpent  grown. 

Our  great  magician,  Hamet  Sid, 
Reverfes  what  the  prophet  did  : 
His  rod  was  honeft  Engliih  wood, 
That  fenfelefs  in  a  corner  ftood, 
Till  metamorphos'd  by  his  grafp, 
It  grew  an  all- devouring  afp  ;  10 

Would  hiis,  and  fling,  and  roll,  and  twift, 
By  the  mere  virtue  of  his  lift ; 
But  when  he  laid  it  down,  as  quick 
Refum'd  the  figure  of  a  ftick. 

So  to  her  midnight -feaft  the  hag  15 

Rides  on  a  broom-flick  for  a  nag, 
That,  rais'd  by  magic  of  her  breech, 
O'er  lea  and  land  conveys  the  witch  ; 

•f-  The  fla'Tcf  Lord  Treafurer  Godclphin,  which,  on  the  2oth  of 
May  171  r,  \\as  given  to  Robert  Haiiej,  Earl  of  Oxford. 

But 
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But  with  the  morning-dawn  refumes 

The  peaceful  ftate  of  common  brooms.  20 

They  tell  us  fbmethirrg  ftrange  and  odd 
About  a  certain  magic  rod, 
That,  bending  clown  its  top,  divines 
Whene'er  the  foil  has  golden  mints  *  ; 
Where  there  are  none,  it  ftands  erect,  25 

Scorning  to  fhew  the  leaft  refpecl; 
As  ready  was  the  wand  of  Sid 
To  bend  where  golden  mines  were  hid  ; 
In  Scottilh  hills  found  precious  ore  f, 
Where  none  e'er  look'd  for  it  before  ;  30- 

And  by  a  gentle  bow  divin'd 
How  well  a  cully's  purfe  was  lin'd ; 
To  a  forlorn  and  broken  rake, 
Stood  without  motion,  like  a  ftake. 

The  rod  of  Hermes  was  renown'd  ~'^ 

For  charms  above  and  under  ground  ; 
To  Deep  could  mortal  eyelids  fix, 
And  drive  departed  fouls  to  Styx. 
That  rod  was  j uft  a  type  of  Sid's, 
Which  o'er  a  Britifh  ienate's  lids  40 

Could  fcatter  opium  full  as  well, 
And  drive  as  many  fouls  to  hell. 

Sid's  rod's  was  {lender,  white,  and  tall, 
Which  oft  he  us'd  to  fifli  withal  ; 
A  plaice  was  faften'd  to  the  hook,  45. 

And  many  fcore  of  gudgeons  took  : 
Yet  ftill  fo  happy  was  his  fate, 
He  caught  his  fiih,  and  fav'd  his  bait. 

Sid's  brethren  of  the  conj'ring  tribe 
A  circle  with  their  rod  defcribe,  1 3 


*  The  virgula  divina,  or  divining  red,  is  defcribcd  to  be  a  forked 
branch  of  a  I  azel  or  willow,  two  feet  and  an  half  long.  Tt  is  to  be 
held  in  the  palms  of  the  hand?,  with  the  fng'e  erui  elevated  about 
eighty  degrees,  and  in  this  pnfition  is  fsid  to  be  attraftcd  by  minerals 
and  fprings,  fo  as  by  a  forcible  inclination  to  dirtdt  white  they  are  to 
be  found. 

•f-  Suppofcd  to  allude  to  the  union  of  the  two  k'irgdoms. 

R  3  Which- 
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Which  proves  a  magical  redoubt 

To  keep  mifchievous  ipirits  out. 

Sid's  rod  was  of  a  larger  ftride, 

And  made  a  circle  thrice  as  wide, 

Where  fpirits  thrung'd  with  hideous  din,  55 

And  he  flood  there  to  take  them  in  : 

But  when  th'  inchanted  rod  was  broke, 

They  vanifh'd  in  a  ftinkina  fmoke. 

Achilles'  fceptre  was  of  wood, 

Like  Sid's,  but  nothing  near  fo  good  ;  <5o 

That  down  from  ancefiors  divine 
Transmitted  to  the  hero's  line  ; 
Thence,  through  a  long  defcent  of  kings, 
Came  an  heir-loom,  as  Homer  iings. 
Though  this  defcription  looks  fo  big,  65 

That  fceptre  was  a  faplefs  twig, 
Which  from  the  fatal  day,  when  firfl 
It  left  the  fore  ft  where  'twas  nurs'd, 
As  Homer  tells  us  o'er  and  o'er, 
Nor  leaf,  nor  fruit,  nor  blofibm  bore.  70 

Sid's  fceptre,  full  of  juice,  did  flioot 
In  golden  boughs,  and  golden  fruit ; 
And  he,  the  dragon,  never  fleeping, 
Guarded  each  fair  Hefperian  pippin. 
No  hobby-horfe,  wiih  gorgeous  top,  75 

The  deareft  in  Charles  Mather's  ihop  *, 
Or  glitt'ring  tinfel  of  May-fair, 
Could  with  this  rod  of  Sid  compare. 

Dear  Sid,  then  why  wert  thou  fo  mad 
To  break  thy  rod  like  naughty  lad  ? 
You  fhould  have  kifs'cl  it  in  your  diftrefs, 
And  then  return'd  it  to  your  miftrefs ; 
Or  made  it  a  Newmarket  fwitch, 
And  not  a  rod  for  thy  own  breech. 
But,  fince  old  Sid  has  broken  this,  85 

His  next  may  be  a  rod  in  pifs. 

i 

*  An  em:  neat  toyman  in  Fket-flreet. 

ATLAS; 
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ATLAS; 

O    R, 
The    MINISTER    of    STATE. 

i 

To  the  Lord  Trcafurer  OXFORD. 

Written  in  the  year  17  12. 

ATLAS,  we  read  in  ancient  fong, 
Was  fo  exceeding  tall  and  ftrong, 
He  bore  the  ikies  upon  his  back, 
Juft  as  a  pedlar  does  his  pack : 
But,  as  a  pedlar  overprefs'd  5 

Unloads  upon  a  flail  to  reft, 
Or,  when  he  can  no  longer  ftand 
Deiires  a  friend  to  lend  a  hand ; 
So  Atlas,  left  the  pond'rous  fphercs 
Should  link,  and  fall  about  his  cars,  IO 

Got  Hercules  to  bear  the  pile, 
That  he  might  lit  and  reft  a  while. 

Yet  Hercules  was  not  fo  ftrong, 
Nor  cculd  have  borne  it  half  fo  long. 

Great  ftatefmen  are  in  this  condition  ;  15 

And  Atlas  is  a  politician, 
A  premier  minifter  of  ftate  : 
Alcidts  one  of  fecond  rate. 
Suppofe  then  Atlas  ne'er  fo  wife, 
Yet,  when  the  weight  of  kingdoms  lies  2C 

Too  long  upon  his  iingle  moulders, 
Sink  down  he  muft,  or  find  upholders, 

The 
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The  DESCRIPTION  of  a  SALAMANDER*. 


Out  of  Pliny's  Natural  Hiftory,  lib.  10.  c.  67. 

lib.  29.  c.  4. 

Written  in  the  year  1706. 


A  S  mart  iff  dogs  in  modern  phrafe  are 
•*•*•  CalPd  Pompey,  Scipio,  and  Csefar  ; 
As  pyes  and  daws  are  often  ftyl'd 
Yfith  Chriftian  nicknames,  like  a  child  \ 
As  we  fay  Moniieur  to  an  ape,  J 

Without  offence  to  human  fliape  ; 
So  men  have  got  from  bird  and  brute 
Names  that  would  beft  their  natures  fuit. 
The  lion,   eagle,  fox,  and  boar, 
Were  heroes  titles  heretofore.  10 

Beftow'd  as  hi'roglyphics  lit 
To  ihew  their  valour,  ftrength,  or  writ  : 
For  what  is  underflood  by  fame, 
Befides  the  getting  of  a  name  ? 
But,  e'er  iince  men  invented  guns,  15 

A  diff'rent  way  their  fancy  runs  : 
To  paint  a  hero,  we  inquire 
For  fomething  that  will  conquer  fire. 


*  This  exceflive  bitter  defcription  of  a  falamander  was  occafioned 
by  the  Duke  of  M^rlborough's  giving  that  appellation  to  Lord  Cutt?, 
after  he  had  come  off  viftoriou  ,  and  without  a  wound,  from  an  en- 
gagement \\ith  part  of  the  French  army,  whofe  fire  was  fo  extremely 
briik,  and  fo  inceflantly  poured  in  upon  the  Englifh  forces,  that  it 
was  fuppofvd  nothing  but  a  falamander  could  have  lived  in  the  midft 
of  it.  6'w iff, 

Would 
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Would  you  defcribe  Turenne  *  or  Trump  f  ? 

Think  of  a  bucket  or  a  pump,  20 

Are  thefe  too  low  ? — then  find  out  grander, 

Call  my  Lord  Cutts  a  Salamander  f . 

'Tis  well; — but  iince  we  live  among 

Detractors  with  an  evil  tongue, 

Who  may  object  againft  the  term,  25 

Pliny  fhall  prove  what  we  affirm  ; 

Pliny  {hall  prove,   and  we'll  apply, 

And  I'll  be  judg'd  by  ftanders-by. 

Firft,  then,  our  author  has  defin'd 
This  reptile  of  the  ferpent  kind,  3° 

With  gaudy  coat,  and  (hilling  train  ; 
But  loathfome  fpots  his  body  (lain  : 

Out  from  feme  hole  obfcure  he  flies, 

When  rains  defcend,  and  tempefts  rife, 

Till  the  fun  clears  the  air;  and  then  35 

Crawls  back  neglected  to  his  den. 

So,  when  the  war  has  rais'd  a  ftorm, 

I've  feen  a  fnake  in  human  form, 

All  ftain'd  with  infamy  and  vice, 

Leap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice,  40 

Burnifh,  and  make  a  gaudy  {how, 

Become  a  gen'ral,  peer,  and  beau, 

Till  peace  hath  made  the  fky  ferene ; 

Then  (brink  into  its  hole  again, 

All  this  "dje  grant ivhy  then  look  yonder,         45 

Sure  that  miifl  be  a  falamander ! 

*  The  famous  Marechal  Tm-enne,  General  of  the  French  for- 
ces, faid  to  have  been  the  greateft  commander  of  the  age. 

f  Van  Trump,  Admiral  of  the  States  General  in  their  laft  war 
with  England,  eminent  for  his  courage  and  his  victories. 

|  Lord  Cutts.  Salamander  was  a  name  given  him  by  his  flatter- 
ers, upon  his  having  furvived  an  engagement  ic  whic'i  he  {rood  an 
incefTant  fire  for  many  hours.  He  is  laid  frequently  to  have  lamented 

himfclf  in  thsfe  terms:  «G — d  d— n  my  bl d,  I'm  the  moft 

"  unlucky  dog  upo.i  eanh  ;  for  I  never  engaged  an  enemy  without 
"  being  wounded,  nor  a  whore  without  being  p — x'd." 

Farther, 


202          MISCELLANIES  IN  VERSE, 

Farther,  we  are  by  Pliny  told, 
This  ferpent  is  extremely  cold  ; 
So  cold  that,  put  it  in  the  fire, 
Tv/ill  make  the  very  flames  expire  r  50- 

Belides,  it  fpues  a  filthy  froth 
("Whether  through  rage,  or  lull,  or  both) 
Of  matter  purulent  and  white, 
Which  happening  on  the  ikin  to  light, 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound,  55 

Spreads  leproiy  and  baldncfs, round. 

So  have  I  feen  a  batter'd  beau, 
By  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  fnow, 
Whofe  breath  or  touch,  where'er  he  came, 
Blew  oat  love's  torch,  or  chill'd  the  flame  :          60 
And  ihould  fome  nymph  who  ne'er  was  cruel, 
Like  Charleton  cheap,  or  fam'd  Du-Ruel, 
Receive  the  filth  which  he  ejecls, 
She  Toon  would  find  the  fame  effecls 
Her  tainted  carcafe  to  purfuc, 
As  from  the  falamander's  fpue ; 
A  difmal  fhedding  of  her  locks, 
And,  if  no  ieprofy,   a  pox. 

Then  I'll  appeal  to  each  by-ftander* 
If  this  be  not  a  falamander  ? 


The- 
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W^ 

*  The    ELEPHANT; 

Or,  The  P  A  R  L  I  A  M  E  N  T  -  M  A  N. 

Written  many  Years  fincc. 

J 

Taken  from   Coke's   Inftitutes. 


bribes  convince  you  whom  to  cliufe, 
The  precepts  of  Lord  Coke  perufe. 
Obferve  an  elephant,  fays  he, 
And  let  like  him  your  member  be  : 
Firft,  take  a  man  that's  free  from  gall  :  5 

For  elephants  have  none  at  all  : 
In  flocks  or  parties  he  muft  keep  ; 
For  elephants  live  juft  like  flieep  : 
Stubborn  in  honour  he  muft  be  ; 
For  elephants  ne'er  bend  the  knee  :  1$ 

Laft,  let  his  memory  be  found, 
In  which  your  elephant's  profound  ; 
That  old  examples  from  the  wife 
May  prompt  him  in  his  No's  and  Ay's. 

Thus  the  Lord  Coke  hath  gravely  writ,  1  5 

In  all  the  form  of  lawyers  wit  ; 
And  then  with  Latin,  and  all  that, 
Shews  the  comparifon  is  pat. 

Yet  in  fome  points  my  Lord  is  wrong: 
One's  teeth  are  fold,  and  t'  other's  tongue  :          20 
Now  men  of  parliament,   God  knows, 
Are  more  like  elephants  of  fhows, 
Whofe  docile  memory  and  fenfe 
Are  turn'd  to  trick,  to  gather  pence. 
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To  get  their  mafter  half  a  crown,  23 

They  fpread  their  flag,  or  lay  it  down, 

Thofe  who  bore  bulwarks  on  their  backs, 

And  guarded  nations  from  attacks, 

Now  practife  every  pliant  gefture, 

Op'ning  their  trunk  for  every  tefter.  39 

Siam,  for  elephants  fo  fam'd, 

Is  not  with  England  to  be  nam'd  : 

There  elephants  by  men  are  fold  ; 

Ours  fell  themfelves,  and  take  the  gold. 


38GOOX3X8&83COX&&^ 

An  ELEGY  on  the  fuppofed  Death  of  PAR- 
TRIDGE the  Almanack-maker  *. 

"IX7ELL  ;  'tis  as  Bickerftaff  has  gneft, 
Though  we  all  took  it  for  a  jeft  : 
Partridge  is  dead  ;  nay  more,  he  dy'd 
Ere  he  could  prove  the  good  'Squire  ly'd. 
Strange,  an  aftrologer  fhould  die  (j 

Without  one  wonder  in  the  iky  ! 

0 

Not  one  of  all  his  crony  ftars 

To  pay  their  duty  at  his  herfe  ! 

No  meteor,  no  eclipfe  appear'd  ! 

No  comet  with  a  flaming  beard  !  10 

The  fun  has  rofe,  and  gone  to  bed, 

Juft  as  if  Partridge  were  not  dead  ; 

Nor  hid  himielf  behind  the  moon, 

To  make  a  dreadful  night  at  noon. 

He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  Aries,  15 

Howe'er  our  earthly  motion  varies  ; 

And  twice  a-year  he'll  cut  th'  equator, 

As  if  there  had  been  no  fuch  matter. 

*   See  an  ace:  tint  of  hi?  death,  \\hichPatridgeaverre4  to  be  fa  lie, 
and  Bickerftaft"  defended  as  true,  vol.  4, 

Some 
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-Some  wits  have  wonder'd  what  analogy 
There  is  'twixt  cobling  *  and  aitrology ;  20 

How  Partridge  made  his  optics  rile 
From  a  ihoe-ible  to  reach  the  ikies. 

A  lift  the  cobler's  temples  ties, 
To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes ; 
From  whence  'tis   plain,  the  diadem  2C 

That  princes  wear  derives  from  them  : 
And  therefore  crowns  are  now-a-days 
Adorn 'd  with  golden  ftars  and  rays ; 
Which  plainly  ihews  the  near  alliance 
Twixt  cobling  -and  the  planets  fcience.  30 

Beildes,   that  flow-pace'd  fign  Bootes, 
As  'tis  mifcall'd,  we  know  not  who  'tis  t 
But  Partridge  ended  all  difputes  ; 
He  knew  his  trade,  and  call'd  it  f  boots. 

The  horned  moon,  which  heretofore  35 

Upon  their  {hoes  the  Romans  Vore, 
Whofe  widenefs  kept  their  toes  from  corns. 
And  whence  we  claim  our  ihoeing-hcrns, 
Shews  how  the  art  of  cobling  bears 
A  near  refemblance  to  the  fpheres.  40 

A  fcrap  of  parchment  hung  by  geometrv 
(A  great  refinement  in  barometry) 
Can,  like  the  ftars,  foretel  the  weather  ; 
And  what  is  parchment  elfe  but  leather? 
Which  an  aftroloeer  might  ufe  j  ^ 

o  o  *r  j) 

Either  for  almanacks  or  fliOes. 

Thus  Partridge,  by  his  wit  and  parts, 
At  once  did  praftife  both  thefe  arts : 
And  as  the  boading  owl  (or  rather 
The  bat,  bccaufe  her  wings  are  leather)  50 

Steals  from  her  private  cell  by  night, 
And  flies  about  the  candle-light; 
So  learned  Partridge  could  as  well 

O 

Cr-cp  in  the  dark  from  leathern  cell, 

*   Partridge  WES  a  cobicr.  -f-   See  his  almanack, 

VOL,  VII.  S  And 
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And  in  his  fancy  fly  as  far,  55 

To  peep  upon  a  twinkling  ftar. 

Belide*,  he  could  confound  the  fplieres, 
And  fet  the  planets  by  the  ears ; 
To  mew  his  ikill,  he  Pvlars  could  join 
To  Venus  in  afpect  malign  ;  60 

Then  call  in  Mercury  for  aid, 

rf  ' 

And  cure  the  wound  that  Venus  made. 

Great  fchoiars  have  in  Lucian  read, 
"When  Philip  King  of  Greece  was  dead, 
His  foul  and  fpirit  did  divide,  65 

And  each  part  took  a  different  fide : 
One  role  a  liar  ;   the  other  fell 
Beneath,  and  mended   ^loes  in  hell. 

Thus  Partridge  ftill  mines  in  each  art, 
The  cobling  and  ftar-gazing  part,  70 

And  is  inftall'd  as  good  a  ftar 
As  any  of  the  Ciefars  are. 
Triumphant  ftar!  ibme  pity  fhow, 
On  coblers  militant  below, 

Whom  roguiih  boys  in  ftormy  nights  75 

Torment,  by  piffing  out  their  lights, 
Or  through  a  chink  convey  their  fmoke 
Inclos'd  artificers  to  choke. 

Thou,  high  exalted  in  thy  fphere, 
Mayft  follow  ftill  thy  calling  there,  80 

To  thee  the  Bull  will  lend  his  hide. 
By  Phoebus  newly  tann'd  and  dry'd  : 
For  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  will  tax, 
And  fcrape  her  pitchy  fides  for  wax ; 
Then  Ariadne  kindly  lends  85 

Her  braided  hair  to  make  thee  ends  : 
The  point  of  Sagittarius'  clart 
Turns  to  an  awl  by  heav'nly  art  ; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  hi^  wife, 
Will  forge  for  thee  a  paring-knife.,  y> 


or 
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For  want  of  room  by  Virgo's  fide, 
She'll  ftrain  a  point,   and  lit  aftride  *, 
To  take  thee  kindly  in  between  ; 
And  then  the  ii2ns  will  be  thirteen. 


The     E  B  I  T  A  P  II. 

tc  TJJ"ERE,  five  feet  deep,  lies  on  his  back 
"   •*"7   A  Cobler,  Starmonger,   and  Quack  ; 
"   Who  to  the  liars,  in  pure  good-will, 
"  Does  to  his  bed,  look  upward  ftill.- 
Weep,  all  you  cuftomers  that  ufe 
His  pills,  his  almanacks,  or  fhoes  : 
And  you  that  did  your  fortunes  feek, 
"  Step  to  his  grave  but  once  a-week  : 
"  This  earth,  which  bears  his  body's  print, 
"  You'll  find  has  fo  much  virtue  in't, 
<f  That  I  durft  pawn  my  cars  'twill  tell 
"  Whate'er  concerns  vou  full  as  well, 

4  * 

"  In  phyfic,   i'lolen  goods,  or  love, 
*'  As  he  himfelf  could,  when  above." 


n 
if 
it 


*  VERSES  to  be  prefixed   before  BERNARD 
LJNTOT'S  New  Mifcellany  7.    , 

SOME  Colinsens  J  praife,  fome  Bleau  :|, 
Others  account  them  but  fo  fo  ^ 
Some  Plantin  J  to  the  reft  prefer, 
And  fome  efteem  old  Elzev-ir     j 


-Till  brachia  ccntrahct  ingens 


ScoTpius,  feV. 
•j-   The  Oxfo'd  and  Camb-i-jge    mifccllany,   8vo, 
|   Printers  famous  for  having  publiihed  fine   tditicr.s  of  the  B'.ble, 
and  of  the  Greek  ar.il 


S  2  Others 
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Others  with  Aldus  i  would  befot  us ;  5 

I,   for  my  part,   admire  Lintotus. • 

His  characters  beyond  compare, 

Like  his  own  peribn,  large  and  fair. 

They  print  their  names  in  letters  fmall, 

But  LINTOT  ftands  in  capital  :  10 

Author  and  he  with  equal  grace 

Appear,   and  ftare  you  in  the  face. 

Stephens  prints  Heathen  Greek,  'tis  faid, 

Which  fome  can't  conftrue,  fame  can't  read ; 

But  all  that  comes  from  Lintct's  hand,  1.5 

Ev'n  Rawlinlbn  might  understand. 

Oft  in  an  Aldus,  or  a  Plamin, 

A  page  is  blotted,  or  leaf  wanting  : 

Of  Lintot's  books  this  can't  be  faid, 

All  fair,  and  not  fo  much  as  read.  2Q 

Their  copy  coft  'em  not  a  penny 

To  Homer,  Virgil,  or  to  any  ; 

They  ne'er  gave  iixpence  for  two  lines 

To  them,  their  heirs,  or  their  affigns  : 

But  Lintot  is  at  vaft  expenfe,  2,5 

And  pays  prodigious  dear  for fenfe, 

Their  books  are  uieful  but  to  few, 

A  fcholar,  or  a  wit  or  two  ; 

Lintot's  for  gen'ral  ufe  are  fit; 

For  Come  folks  read,  but  all  folks,  flv- — — .  3® 


^f 

V* 


*- 
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*  To    Mr.    JOHN    MOORE, 

Author  of  the  celebrated  WORM-POWDER 


'OW  much,  egregious  Moore,  are  we 
^  Oeceiv'd  by  iliews  and  forms  ! 
"YYhate'er  \ve  think,  whate'erw.e  fee, 
All  humankind  arc  worms. 


Man  is  a  very  worm  by  birth,  5 

Vile,  reptile,  weak,   and  vain  ! 
A  while  he  craws  upon  the  earth,  . 

Then  fhrinks  to  earth  again. 

That  woman  is  a  worm,  we  find,  . 

E'er  fince  our  grantlam's  evil-;  10 

She  firft  convers'd  with  her  own  kind;  , 

That  ancient  worm,  the  devil. 

The  learn'd  them  {elves  we  bock-worms  name  ; 

The  blockhead  is  a  flow-worm ; 
The  nymph,  whofe  tail  is  all  on  ilame,  15 

Is  aptly  term'd  a  glow-worm. 

The  fops  are  painted  butterflies, 

That  flutter  for  a  day ; 
Firil  from  a  worm  they  take  their  rife. 

And  in  a  worm  decay.  2o 

*  This  poem  was  wrote  by  Mr.  Pope, 

S  3          •  The 
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The  flatterer  an  earwig  grows  ; 

Thus  worms  fuit  all  conditions  ; 
Mifers  are  muck-worms,  filk-worms  beans,-. 
_  And  death-watches  phyficians. 

That  ftatefmen  have  the  worm,  is  fe-cn  25 

By  all  their  winding  play  : 
Their  confcience  is  a  worm  within, 

That  gnaw  them  night  and  day. 

'Ah,  Moore  !  thy  {kill  were  well  employ 'd, 

And  greater  gain  would  rife,  30 

If  thou  could'ft  make  the  courtier  void 
The  worm  that  never  dies. 

O  !  learned  friend  of  Abchurch-lane, 

Who  fett'ft  our  entrails  free  ! 
Vain  is  thy  art,  thy  powder  vain,  35 

Since  worms  {hall  cat  e'en  thee. 

Our  fate  thou  only  canft  adjourn 

Some  few  fliort  years  no  more  ! 
Ev'n  Button's  wits  *  to  worms  lliall  turn,  40 

Who  massots  were  before. 


*  VERSES  occafioned  by  an'6?V.  at  the 
end  of  Mr.  D'tjRFY's  name  in  the  title  to 
one  of  his  plays  -f. 

JOVE  call'd  before  him  t'other  day 
The  vowels,  U,  O,  I,  E,  A; 

*  Button's  corTe.-houfej.  in  Covent-Garden,  frequented  by  the  wits 
ef  laat  tim?. 

•j-  This  accident  happened  by  Mr,  D'TIrfy's  having  made  a  ftourifli 
there,  which  the  printer  miflook  for  an,  &c. 

All 
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All  dipthongs,  and  all  confonants, 

Either  of  England,  or  of  France; 

And  that  all  were,  or  wiili'd  to  be,  5 

Rankfd  in  the  name  of  Tom  D'Urfy. 

Fierce  is  this.eaufe,  the  letters  fpoke  all,. 

Liquids  grew  rough,   and  mutes  turn'd  vocal. 

Thefe  four  proud  fyllables  alone 

Were  filent,  which  by  fate's  decree  l» 

Chim'd  in  fo  fmoothly,  one  by  one, 

To  the  Aveet  name  of  Tom  D'Urfy. 
N,    by  whom  names  fubfiil,  decLir'd,. 
To  have  no  place  in  this  v/as  hard  ; 
And  Qjnaimam'd  'twas  but  his  due  15 

Still  to  keep  company  with  U  ; 
•So  hop'd  to  {land,  no  lefs  than  hs 
In  the  srcat  name  of  Tom  D'Urfv. 

*J  * 

E  fhew'd,    a  comma  ne'er  could  claim 

A  place  in  any  Britifti  name  ;  2O 

Yet,  making  here  a  perfect. botch, 

Thrufts  your  poor  vowel  from  his  notch  ; 

hiatus  mi  valde  deftendm  ! 

From  which,    good  Jupiter,    defend  us  ! 

Soon-jr  Fd  quit  my  part  in  thee,  25 

That  be  no  part  in  Tom  D'Urfy. 

P  protefted,  puGf'd,  and  fwore, . 
Fle'd  not  be  ferv'd  fo  Lke  a  beaft  ; 
He  was  a  piece,  of  emperor, 

And  made  up  half  a  pope  at  leaft  ;  30 

C  vow'dhe'd  frankly  have  releas'd' 
His  double  fhare  in  Csefar  Gains 
For  only  one  in  Tom  Durfeiits, 
I,  confonant  and  vowel  too, 

To  Jupiter  did  humbly  fue,  35 

That  of  his  grace  he  would  proclaim 
Dwfi:ii5  his  true  Latin  name  : 
For  though  without  them  both  'twas  clear 
Himfelf  could  ne'er  be  Jupiter  > 

Yet 
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Yet  they'd  refign  that  poft  fo  high  40  - 

To  be  the  genitive,   Dutfei. 

13  and  L  fwore  b- —  and  w------s  : 

X  and  Z  cry'd,  p — x  and  z s  ; 

G  fwore  by  G---d,  it  ne'er  fhould.be  ; 

And  "W  would  not  lofe,  not  he,  45  ; 

An  Englifh  letters  property 

In  the  great  name  of  Tom  D'Urfy. 

In  (hort,   the  reft  were  all  in  fray, 

From  Chriil-crofs  to  et  c  ester  a. 

They,  though  but  flanders-by,  too  rnutter'd  ;      50' 

Dipthongs  and  tripthongs  fwore  and  flutter'tl ; 

That  none  had  fo  much  right  to  be 

Part  of  the  name  of  fluttering  T — — 

T— Tom— a— as De— D'Ur— fy— fy. 

Then  Jove  thus  fpake  :  With  care  and  pain         55 

Wejform'd  this  name,  renown'd  in  rhyme  : 
Not  thine,  immortal  Neutgermain  *  ! 

Coll  fludious  cabalifts  more  time, 
Yet  now,  as  then,  you  all  declare, 
Far  hence  to  Egypt  you'll  repair,  60 

And  turn  flrange  hi'roglyphics  there, 
Rather  than  letters  longer  be, 
Unlefs  i'  th*  name  of  Tom  D'Urfy. 

Were  you  all  pleas'd,  yet  what,  I  pray, 
To  foreign  letters  could  I  fay  ?  65 

What  if  the  Hebrew  next  fhould  aim 
To  turn  quite  backward  D'Urfy 's  name  ? 
Should  the  Greek  quarrel  too,    by  Styx,  I 
Could  never  bring  in  Pii  and  Xi ; 
Omicron  and  Omega  from  us 
Would  each  hope  to  be-  O  in  Thomas  : 
And  all  th'  ambitious  vowels  vie 
No  lefs  than  Pythagoric  Y, 
To  have  a  place  in  Tom  D'Urfy. 

*  A  poet,  who  nfed  to  make  verfes  ending  with  the  laft  fyllablrj 
of  the  names  of  thofe  perfons  he  praifedj  which  Voiture  turned  a- 
g^inft  him  in  a  p oem  of  the  &me  kind, 

Then, 
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Then,  well-beloved  and  trufty  letters  !  75 

Cons'nants,  and  vowels  much  their  betters, 
"We,  willing  to  repair  this  breach, 
And,  all  that  in  us  lies,  pleafe  each, 
Ei  ccefr.i  to  our  aid  muft  call; 

Et  c&frq  repreients  ye  all  :  So 

Et  ctefra  therefore  we  decree,  ~) 

Henceforth  for  ever  joirvd  ihall  be  ^ 

To  the.  great  name  of  Tom  D'Urfy.  3 

4  4-  4  4-n-  4  .£-.4  %  4  44  $  44  4-  4-  4-*  -*-4  ••*• 


*  PROLOGUE  defign'd  for  Mr, 

laft  play. 


Rown  old  in  rhyme,  'cwere  barbarous  to  dif- 

card 

Your  perfevering,  unexhaufted  bard  : 
Damnation  follows  death  in  other  men, 
But  your  d'amn'd  poet  lives,  and  writes  again. 
Th'  advent'rous  lover  is  fuccefsful  ftill,  5 

\Vho  ftrives  to  pleafe  the  fair  againft  her  will  : 
Be  kind  and  make  him  in  his  wifhes  eafy, 
Who  in  your  own  defpite  has  ftrove  to  pleafe  ye. 
Tie  fcorn'd  to  borrow  from  the  wits  of  yore, 
Bat  ever  writ,   as  none  e'er  writ  before.  10 

You    modern    wits,     fliould   each    man   bring   his 

claim, 

Have  defperate  debentures  on  your  fame  ; 
And  little  would  be  left  you,  I'm  afraid, 
Jf  all  your  debts  to  Greece  and  Pvome  were  paid. 
From  this  deep  fund  our  author  largely  draws,     15 
Nor  finks  his  credit  lower  than  it  was. 
Though  plays  for  honour  in  old  time  he  made, 
Tis  now.  for  better  reafons---to  be  paid. 

Believe 
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Believe  him,  he  has  known  the  world  too  long, 
And  fcen  the  dea<-h  of  much  immortal  fona;.        20 

ij 

He  fays,  poor  poets  loft,  while  players  won, 

As  pimps  grow  rich,. while  gallants  are  undone. 

Though  Tom  the  poet  Avrrit  with  eafe  and  pieafbre, 

The  comic  Tom  abounds  in  other  treafure. 

Fame  is  at  beft  an  un performing  cheat ;  25 

But  'tis  fubftantial  happinefs  to  eat. 

Let  eafe,  his  laft  requeft,   be  of  your  giving,. 

Nor  force  him  to  be  damn'd  to  get  his- living. 


m  ; 


*  PROLOGUE  to  The  three    hours   after 

marriage. 


AUthors  are  judgM  by  ftrange  capricious  rules; 
The  great  ones  are  thought  mad>  the  fmall 
ones  fools  : 

Yet  fure  the  brft  are  moll-  feverely  fated ; 
For  fools  are  only  laugh ?d  at,  wits  are  hated. 
Blockheads  wiih  reafon  men  of  fenfe  abhor ;  5 

But  fool  'gainil  fool  is  barb'rous  civil  war. 
Why  on  all  authors  then  ihould  critics  fall? 
Since  fome  have  Vv7rit,  and  fliewn  no  vv'it  at  all, 
Condemn  a  play  of  theirs,  and  they  evade  it : 
Cry,  a  Damn  not  us,  but   damn  the  French   who 
made  it,"  10 

By  running  goods  thefe  gracelefs  owlers  gain  ; 
Theirs  are  the  rules  of  France,  the  plots  of  Spain  •, 
But  wit,  like  wine,  from  happier  climates  brought, 
Dafh'd  by   thefe    rogues,    turns    Englifli   common 

draught, 

They  pall  Moliere's  and  Lopez'  fprightly  fcrain,  15 
And  teach  dull  Harlequins  to  grin  in  vain. 

How 
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How  fhall  our  author  hope  a  gentler  fate, 
Who  dares  mo  ft  impudently  not  tranflate  ! 
It  had  been  civil  in  thefe  ticklifh  times 
To  fetch  his  fools  and  knaves  from  foreign  climes. 
Spaniards  and  French  abufe  to  the  world's  end,  21 
But  fpare  Old  England,   leaft  you  hurt  a  friend. 
If  any  fool  is  by  your  fatire  bit, 
Let  him  hiis  loud,  to  £hew  you  all  he's  hit. 
Poets  make  characters,  as Taleimen  cloaths  :          25 
We  take  no  meafure  of  your  fops  and  beaus; 
But  here  all  fizes  and  all  ihapes  you  meet, 
And'  fit  yourfelves  like  chaps  in  Monmouth-ftreet, 

Gallants !  look  here  :  this   fool's   cap  *  has   an 

air 

Goodly  and  {mart,  with  ears  of  LTachar.  30 

Let -no  one  fool  ingrofs  it,  or  confine, 
A  common  blcfling  !     now  'tis  yours,  now  mine. 
But  poets  in  ail  ages  had  the  care 
'Fo  keep  this  cap,    for  fuch  as  will,    to  wear. 
Our  author  has  it  now,   (for  ev'ry  wit  3^ 

Of  courfe  reiign'd  it  to  the  next  that  writ) ; 
And  thus  upon  the  ftage  'tis  fairly  thrown  f  ; 
Let  him  that  takes  it,   wear  it  as  his  own. 


*  Shews  a.jcap  with  ears.         "\-  F!irgs.dov»n  the  cap  and  exir. 


S  A  N  D  Y  's 
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S  A  N  D  Y's     C  II  O  S  T  ; 


O  R. 


A  proper  new  BALLAD  on  the  new  OVID'S  ME- 
TAMORPHOSES, as  it  was  intended  to  be  tran- 
'Hated  by  perfohs  of  quality. 


Lords  and  Commons,  men  of  wit 
And  plealure  about  town, 
Read  this,    ere  you  tranflate  one  bit 
Of  books  of  high  renown. 

Beware  of  Latin  authors  all ! 

Not  think  your  verfes  Sterling, 
Though  with  a  golden  pen  you  icrawl, 

And  fcribble  in  a  berlin : 

For  hot  the  deik  with  filver  nails, 

Nor  bureau  of  expenfe,  10 

Nor  ftandiih  well  japann'd,  avails 

To  writing  of  good  fenfe. 

Hear  how  a  ghoft  in  dead  of  night, 

With  faucer  eyes  of  fire, 
In  woful  wile  did  fore  affright 

A  wit  and  courtly  'fquire. 

Rare  imp  of  Phoebus,   hopeful  youth! 

Like  puppy  tame,  that  ufes 
To  fetch  and  carry  in  his  mouth 

The  works  cf  ail  the  mufcs,  20 

Ah! 
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Ah  !  why  did  he  write  poetry, 

That  hereto  was  fo  civil ; 
And  fell  his  foul  for  vanity 

To  rhyming  and  the  devil  ? 

A  defk  he  had  of  curious  work,  25 

With  glittering  ftuds  about ; 
Within  the  fame  did  Sandys  lurk, 

Though  Ovid  lay  wiihout. 

Now,  as  he  fcratch'd  to  fetch  up  thought, 

Forth  popp'cl  the  fprite  fo  thin,  30 

And  from  the  key-hole  bolted  out 
All  upright  as  a  pin. 

With  whiikers,   band,  and  pantaloon, 

And  ruff  compos'd  moft  duly, 
This  'fquire  he  dropt  his  pen  full  foon,  35 

While  as  the  light  burnt  bluely, 

Ho  !   Mafler  Sam,  quoth  Sandys'  fprite, 
Write  on,  nor  let  me  fcare  ve  ; 

4 

Forfboth,  if  rhymes  fall  not  in  right, 

To  Budgel  feek,  or  Carey,  40 

I  hear  the  beat  of  Jacob's  drums, 

Poor  Ovid  finds  no  quarter  ! 
See  firft  the  merry  P comes 

4 

In  hade  without  his  garter. 

| Then  lords  and  lordings,   'fquircs  and  knights,   45 

Wits,  witlings,  prigs,  and  peers  : 
Garth  at  St.  James's,  and  at  White's, 
Beats  up  for  volunteers. 

I  What  Fenton  will  not 'do,    nor  Gay, 

Nor  Congreve,  Rowe,   nor  Stanyan,  50 

(Tom  Burnet  or  Tom  D'Urfy  may, 

John  Dunton,  Steele,  or  any  one. 

VOL.  VII.  T  If 
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If  Juftice  Philips'  c.oftive  head 

Some  frigid  rhymes  difburfts  : 
They  fhall  like  Periian  tales  be  read,  55 

And  glad  both  babes  and  nurfes. 

Let  Warwick's  nurfe  with  Aili 1  join, 

And  Ozel's  with  Lord  Hervey's, 
Tiekell  and  Addifon  combine, 

And  Pope  translate  with  Jervis,  60 

L himfelf,  that  lively  lord, 

Who  bows  to  ev  'ry  lady, 
Shall  join  with  F •  in  one  accord, 

And  be  like  Tate  and  Brady. 

Ye  ladies  too  draw  forth  your  pen  ;  6 

I  pray  where  can  the  hurt  lie  ? 
Since  you  have  brains  as  well  as  men, 

As  witnefs  Lady  Wortley. 

Now,  Tonfon,  lift  thy  forces  all, 

Review  them,  and  tell  no(es  : 
For  to  poor  Ovid  fliall  befal 

A  ftrange  metamorpbofu. 

A  metamorpbofis  more  flrange 

Than  all  his  books  can  vapour—- — —— - 

t(  To  what  (quoth  Tquire)  fhall  Ovid  change?"  75 
Quoth  Sandys,   To  ivafte  paper. 


UMBRA. 


to  the  beft-known  author  Umbra  fits, 
The  conflant  index  to  all  Button's  wits. 

Wbf* 
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Who's  here  ?     cries  Umbra  :   onlv  Tolmfoii  --  Oh  ! 

^ 

Your  Jlave,  and  exit  ;  but  returns  \vith  Rowe  : 

Dsar  Roive  let's  fit  and  talk  cf  tragedies  :  5 

Ere  long  Pope  enters,  and  to  Fope  he  files. 

Then  up  comes  Steele  :  he  turns  upon  his  bee/y 

And  in  a  moment  fallens  upon  Sidle  ; 

But  cries  as  foon,   Dear  Dicky   I  imift  be  gene  : 

Fir  if  I  kn;  •:<,-  ///;  ircud,   here's  /hi^f:>!.  it 

Says  AdJiibn  to  Steele,  Tis  tbne  ro  go  : 

Pope  to  the  clofet  fteps  ailde  with  Rowe. 

Poor  Umbra,  left  in  this  abandon'd  pickle, 

E'en  fits  him  down,   and  writes  to  honeii  Tickell. 

Fool  ?  '  Fis  in  vain  from  wit  to  wit  to  roam  ;    i£ 
Know,  fenfe,   like  charity,  begins  at  home. 


*    DUKE     upon     D  U  K  E. 

An    excellent   new  Ballad. 
To  the  Tune  of  Chevy-etwee* 

r'F'O  lordings  proud  I  tune  my  lay, 

Who  feaft  in  bow'r  or  hall  : 
Though  Dukes  they  be,  to  Dukes  I  fay, 
That  pride  will  have  a  fall. 

Now,  that  this  fame  it  is  right  footh,  £ 

Full  plainly  doth  appear, 
From  what  befel  John  Duke  of  Guife, 

And  Nic.  of  Lancafiere. 

When  Richard  Cccur-de  Lion  reign  VI, 

(Which  means  a  lion's  heart),  IQ 

Like  him  his  barons  rage'd  and  roar'd  ; 

Each  play'd  a  lion's  part. 

'  T  ?    '  A 
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A  word  and  blow  was  then  enough  : 

Such  honour  did  them  prick  ; 
If  you  but  turn'd  your  cheek,  a  cuff;  15 

And  if  your  a — fe,  a  kick. 

Look  in  their  face,  they  tweak'd  your  nofe, 

At  every  turn  fell  to't ; 
Come  near,  they  trod  upon  your  toes  ; 

They  fought  from  head  to  foot,  20 

Of  thefe  the  Duke  of  Lancaftere 

Stood  paramount  in  pride  ; 
He  kick'd,  and  cuff'd,  and  tweak'd,  and  trod 

His  foes,  and  friends  befide. 

Firm  on  his  front  his  beaver  fat  ;  25 

So  broad,  it  hid  his  chin  ; 
For  why  ?  he  deem'd  no  man  his  mate, 

And  fear'd  to  tan  his  ildn, 

With  Spanifli  wool  he  dy'd  his  cheek, 

With  elfence  oil'cl  his  hair  ;  30 

No  vixen  civet-eat  fo  fweet, 
Nor  could  fo  fcatch  and  tear. 

Piight  tall  he  made  himfelf  to  {how, 
Though  made  full  fhort  by  God  • 
And  when  all  other  Dukes  did  bow,  35 

This  Duke  did  only  nod. 

"Yet  courteous,  blithe,  and  debonnair 

To  Guife's  Duke  was  he  : 
Was  ever  fuch  a  loving  pair  ? 

How  could  they  difagree  ?  4° 

Oh,  thus  it  was  :  He  lov'd  him  dear, 

And  caft  how  to  requite  him  ; 
And  having  no  friend  left  but  this, 

He  deem'd  it  meet  to  fight  him. 

Forthwith 
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Forthwith  he  clrench'd  his  defp'rate  quill,  45 

And  thus  he  did  indite  ; 
"  This  eve  at  v-hiik  ourfelf  will  p'ay, 

Sir  Duke  !   be  here  to-niht. 


" 


Ah  no  !   ah  no  !  the  guilelefs  Guife 

Demurely  did  reply  ;  50 

I  cannot  go,  nor  yet  can  ftand, 

So  fufe  the  gout  have  I. 

The  Duke  in  wrath  calPd  for  his  fteeds, 

And  fiercely  drove  them  on  ; 
Lord  !   Lord  !  how  rattled  then  thy  ftones,  ^- 

O  kingly  Kenlington  ! 

All  in  a  trice  he  ruili'd  on  Guife, 

Thru  ft  out  his  lady  dear  ; 
He  tweak'd  his  nofe,  trode  on  his  to 

And  imote  him  on  the  ear.  6a 

But  mark,  how  'midft  of  victory 

Fate  plays  her  old  clog-trick  ! 
Up  leap'd  Duke  John,  and  knock'd  him  clown, 

And  To  fell  down  Duke  Nic. 

Alas,  oh  Nic,  !  oh  Nic.  alas  !  £« 

v 

Right  did  thy  goflip  call  thee  : 
As  who  fhould  fay,  Alas  the  day 
'When  John  of  Guife  fhall  maul  ihee  ! 

For  on  thee  did  he  clap  his  chair 

And  on  that  chair  did  fit;  72 

And  look'd,  as  if  he  meant  therein 

To  do  what  was  not  lit. 

Up  didft  thou  look,  oh  woful  Duke  ! 

Thy  mouth  yet  durft  not  ope, 
Certes  for  fear  of  finding  there  7£ 

A  t  -  d,  inftead  of  trope, 

T  3  ."  Lie 
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"  Lie  there,  them  caiciffvile  !"  quoth  Guife; 

"  Nojbeet  is  here  to  lave  thee  : 
*'  The  cafement  it  is  fhut  likev/ife  ; 

Beneath  my  feet  I  have  thee.  So 

i 

"  If  thou  haft  aught  to  fpeak,  fpeak  out." 
Then  Lancaftere  did  cry, 
Know'ft  thou  not  me,  nor  yet  thyfelf  ? 
Who  thou,  and  who  am  I  ? 


6< 
" 


** 


Know'ft  thou  not  me,  who  (God  be  prais'd)  S£ 
"  Have  brawl'd  and  quarrel'd  more, 
"   Than  all  the  line  of  Lancaitere, 
That  battled  heretofore  ? 

{<  In  fenates  fam'd  for  many  a  fpeech, 

"   And   (what  fome  awe  muft  give  ye,  90 

"  Though  laid  thus  low  beneath  thy  breach) 

"  Still  of  the  council  privy  ; 

11  Still  of  the  duchy  chancellor  ; 

'*  Durante  life  I  have  it ; 
u  And  turn,  as  now  thou  doft  on  me,  9J 

"  Mine  a — e  on  them  that  gave  it." 

But  now  the  fervants  they  rufh'd  in  ; 

And  Duke  Nic.  up  leap'd  he  : 
I  will  not  cope  againft  fuch  odds, 

But,  Guife!  Pll  fight  with  thee,:  100 

To  morrow  with  thee  will  I  fight 

Under  the  green-wood  tree ; 
"  No,  not  to-morrow,  but  to-night 

"  (Quoth  G\iife)  I'll  fight  with  thee. 

And  now  the  fun  declining  low  105 

Beftreak'd  with  blood  the  ikies  ; 
When,  with  his  fword  at  faddle-bow, 

Rode  forth  the  valiant  Guife. 

Full 
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Full  gently  prance'ci  he  o'er  the  lawn  : 

Oft  roli'd  his  eyes  around,  no 

And  from  the  ftirrip  fti  etch'd  to  find 
Who  was  not  to  be  found. 

Long  brandifii'd  he  the  blade  in  air, 

O  * 

Lone;  iook'd  the  field  all  o'er  : 

o 

At  length  he  fpy'd  the  merry-men  brown,  115 

And  eke  the  coach  and  four. 

From  out  the  boot  bold  Nicolas 

Did  wave  his  wand  ib  white, 
As  pointing  out  the  gloomy  glade 

Wherein  he  meant  to  light.  12O 

All  in  that  dreadful  hour  fo  calm 

Was  Lancaftere  to  fee, 
As  if  he  meant  to  take  the  air, 

Or  only  take  a  fee. 

And  ib  he  did— for  to  New  Court  125 

His  rowling  wheels  did  run  ; 
Nor  that  he  ihunn'd  the  doubtful  ftrife ; 

But  bus'nefs  mull  be  clone. 

Back  in  the  dark  by  Brompton-park, 

He  turn'd  up  through  the  gore  ;  130 

So  flunk  to  Cambden  houfe  fo  high, 

All  in  his  coach  and  four. 

Meanwhile  Duke  Guife  did  fret  and  fume, 

A  fight  it  was  to  fee, 
Benumb'd  beneath  the  evening-dew  135 

Under  the  green-wood  tree. 

Then,  wet  and  weary,  home  he  far'd, 

Sore  mutt'ring  all  the  way, 
(t  The  day  I  meet  him,  Nic.  {hall  rue 

k<  The  cudgel  of  that  day.  14° 

M  Meantime 
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"  Meantime  on  ev'ry  piffing-poft, 

"  Pafte  we   this  recreant's  name, 
"  So  that  each  pafler-by  fhall  read 
And  pifs  againft  the  fame." 


ec 


Now  God  preferve  our  gracious  King,  145 

And  grant  his  nobles  all 
May  learn  this  leflbn  from  Duke  Is* ic. 

That  pride  ivill  have  a  fall. 


•j. 


^Sea- 
Fragment    of   a    SATIRE  -f-. 


IF  meagre  Gildon  draws  his  venal  quill, 
I  wiih  the  man  a  dinner,  and  fit  ftill : 
If  dreadful  Dennis  raves  in  furious  fret, 
I'll  anfwer  Dennis  when  I  am  in  debt. 
Tis  hunger,  and  not  malice,  makes  them  print;    $ 
And  who'll  wage  war  with  bedlam  or  the  mint  ? 

Should  fome  more  fober  critics  come  abroad, 
If  wrong,  I  fmile  ;   if  right,  I  kifs  the  rod. 
Pains,  reading,  ftudy,  are  their  juft  pretence  • 
And  all  they  want  is  fpirit,  tafte,  and  fenfe.          10 
Commas  and  points  they  fet  exactly  right ; 
And  'twere  a  fin  to  rob  them  of  their  mite  : 
Yet  ne'er  one  fprig  of  laurel  grace 'd  thofe  ribalds, 
From  fiafhing  Bentley  down  to  pidling  Tibalds, 
Who  thinks    he  reads  t  when  he   but  fcans   and 
fpells  ;  IS 

A  word-catcher,  that  lives  on  fyllables. 
Yet  ev'n  this  creature  may  fome  notice  c^aim, 
"Wrapt   round   and  fanftify'd  with   Shakefpear's 
name. 

*   Thir  and  the  four  following  poems  were  wrote  by  Mr.  Pope. 

Pretty ! 
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Pretty !   in  amber  to  obferve  the  forms 
Of  hairs,  or  ftraws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms  !  20 
The  thing,   we  know,  is  neither  rich  nor  rare  ; 
And  wonder  how  the  devil  it  got  there. 

Are  others  angry  ?  I  excufe  them  too  : 
Well  may  they  rage  ;  I  give  them  but  their  due. 
Each  man's  true  merit  'tis  not  hard  to  find  ;         25 
But  each  man's  fecret  ftandard  in  his  mind, 
That  cafting-weight  pride  adds  to  emptinefs, 
This,  who  caa  gratify  ?  for  who  can  guefs  ? 
The  wretch  *  whom  pilfer 'd  paftorals  renown, 
Who  turns  a  Periian  tale  for  half  a  crown,  30 

Juft  writes  to  make  his  barrennefs  appear, 
And  drains   from  hard-bound  brains  fix  lines  a- 

year  ; 

In  fenfe  ftill  wanting,  though  he  lives  on  theft, 
Steals  much,  fpends  little,  yet  has  nothing  left : 
f  Johnfon,  who  now  to  fenfe,    now  nonfenfe  lean- 
ing, 35 
Means  not,  but  blunders  round  about  a  meaning  : 
And  he  whofe  fudian's  fo  fublimely  bad, 
•|  It  is  not  poetry,  but  profe  run  mad  : 
Should  modeft  fatire  bid  all  thefe  tranjlate, 
And  own  that  nine  fuch  poets  make  a  Tate ;        40 
How  would  they  fume,  and  damp,   and  roar,  and 

chafe  ! 

How  would  they  fwearnot  Congreve's  felf  was  fafe! 
Peace  to  all  fuch  !   but  were  there  one  whofe  fires 
Apollo  kindled,  and  fairjame  infpires  ; 
Blefs'd  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  pleafe,     45 
And  born  to  write,  converfe,  and  live  with  eafe  : 
Should  fuch  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone, 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother  near  the  throne ; 
View  him  with  fcornful,  yet  with  fearful  eyes, 
And  hate  for  arts  that  caus'd  himfelf  to  rife;       50 


*  Philips.  f  Author  of  the  Vidim,  and  Cobler  of  Prefton. 

I  Vetfe  of  Dr.  Ev. 

Damn 
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Damn  with  faint  praife,  afient  with  civil  leer, 
And  without  fh-eermg  teach  the  reft  to  fneer  ;. 
Willing  to  wound,  and    and  yet  afraid  to 
Jnft  hint  a  fault,  and  heiitate  diilike  ; 
Alike  referv'd  to  blame,  or  to  commend,  55 

A  tini'rous  foe,  and  <i  fufpicious  friend  ; 
Dreading  ev'n  fools,  by  flatterers  as  beiiege'd, 
And  ib  obliging  that  he  ne'er  oblige 'd  ; 

O         O  O  7 

Who,  if  two  wits  on  rival  themes  conteil, 
Approves  of  each,  but  likes  the  word  the  beft  ;  60 
Like  Cato,  gives  his  little  fenate  laws, 
And  fits  attentive  to  his  own  applaufe  ; 
While  wits  and  templars  ev'ry  lentence  raife, 

And  wonder  with  a  foolifh  face  of  praife — — 

What  pity,  heav'n  !   if  fuch  a  man  there  be  ?       65 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Addifon  were  he  ! 

*     M     A     C     E     R. 


XX  7 Hen  flmple  Macer  now  of  high  renown  ; 

*  *     Firft  fought  a  poet's  fortune  in  the  town  ; 
'Twas  all  th'  ambition  his  great  foul  could  feel, 
To  wear  red  ftockings,  and  to  dine  with  Steel. 
Some  ends  of  verfe  his  betters  might  afford,  5 

And  gave  the  harmlefs  fellow  a  good  word. 
Set  up  with  thefe,  he  ventur'd  on  the  town, 
And  in  a  borrow 'd  play  outdid  poor  Crown. 
There  he  ftopt  fhort,  nor  imce  has  writ  a  tittle. 
But  has  the  wit  to  make  the  moft  of  little  ;  10 

Like  (turned  hide-bound  trees,  that  juft  have  got 
Sufficient  fap  at  once  to  bear  and  rot. 
f  Now  he  begs  verfe,  and  what  he  gets  commends, 
Not  of  the  wits  his  foes,  but  fools  his  friends. 

-}-   He  requeued  by  public  advertifements  the  aid  of  the  ingenious 
to  make  up  a  mifcelhuy  in  1713. 

So 
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So  fomecoarfe  country-wench,  almoft  clecay'd,  15 
Trudges  to  town,   and  fifft  turns  chambermaid  : 
Awkward,   and  fupple  each  devoir  to  pay, 
She  flatters  her  good  lady  twice  a -clay; 
Thought  wondrous  honeft,  though  of  mean  degree, 
And  ftrangely  lik'd  for  herjimp/icity  :  20 

In  a  translated  fuit  then  tries  the  town, 
With  borrow'cl  pins,  iinci  patches  not  her  own  ; 
But  juft  endur'd  the  winter  ilie  began, 
And  in  four  months  a  batter'd  harridan. 
Now  nothing's  left,  but  wither'd,  pale,  and  fhrunk, 
To  bawd  for  others,  and  go  fliares  with  punk.      26 


•* 


S  Y  L  V  I  A  -,    a   FRAGMENT. 


-Q  YLVIA  my  heart  in  wondrous  wife  alarm'd, 

^  Aw'd  without  fenfe,  and  without  beauty  charm'd; 

But  fome  odd  graces  and  fine  flights  fhe  had, 

Was  juft  not  ugly,  and  was  juft  not  mad  : 

Her  tongue  ftill  run  on  credit  from  her  eyes,          £ 

More  pert  than  witty,  more  a  wit  than  wife: 

-Good-nature,  flie  declar'd  it,  was  her  fcorn, 

Though  'twas  by  that  alone  fhe  could  be  borne  : 

Affronting  all,  yet  fond  of  a  good  name  ; 

A  fool  to  pleafure,  yet  a  flave  to  fame:  ie 

Now  coy,  and  ftudious  in  no  point  to  fall, 

Now  all  agog  for  D y  at  a  ball: 

Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Book  of  Martyrs, 
Now  drinking  citron  with  his  Grace  and  Chartres. 
Men,  fome  to  bus'nefs,  fome  to  pleafure  take;  15 
But  ev'ry  woman's  in  her  foul  a  rake. 
Frail,  fev'rifh  fex !  their  fit  now  chills,  now  burns : 
Atheifm  and  fuperftidon  rule  by  turns: 

And 
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And  the  mere  Heathen  in  her  carnal  part 

Is  flill  a  fad  good  Chriftian  at  her  heart.  2© 


ARTEMISIA. 


r~F  Hough  Artemifia  talks,  by  fits, 
•*•    Of  councils,  claffics,  fathers,  wits  ; 

Reads  Malbranche,  Boyle,  and  Locke  : 
Yet  in  fome  things,  methinks,  fhe  foils  ; 
'Twere  well,  if  fhe  would  pair  her  nails,  5 

And  wear  a  cleaner  fmock. 

Haughty  and  huge  as  High-Dutch  bride, 
Such  naflinefs  and  fo  much  pride 

Are  oddly  join'd  by  Fate  : 

On  her  large  fquab  you  find  her  fpread,  10 

Like  a  fat  corpfe  upon  a  bed, 

That  lies  and  ftinks  in  ftate. 

She  wears  no  colours  (fign  of  grace) 
On  any  part,  except  her  face  j 

All  white  and  black  befide:  15 

Dauntlefs  her  look,  her  gefture  proud, 
Her  voice  theatrically  loud, 

And  nsafculine  her  ftride. 

•So  have  I  feen,  in  black  and  white, 
A  prating  thing,  a  magpye  hight, 

Majeftically  ftalk  ;  30 

A  (lately,  worthlefs  animal, 
That  plies  the  tongue,  and  wags  the  tail, 

All  flutter,  pride,  and  talk. 

*  PHRYNE. 
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P    H    R    Y    N    E. 


pHPvYNE  had  talents  for  mankind  ; 
-*•     Open  flie  was,  and  unconfm'd, 

Like  Ibme  free  port  of  trade  : 
Merchants  unloaded  here  their  freight, 
And  agents  from  each  foreign  ftate  5 

Here  fir  ft  their  entry  made. 

Her  learning  and  good  breeding  fuch, 
Whether  th'  Italian,  or  the  Dutch, 

Spaniard  or  French  came  to  her ; 
To  all  obliging  ihe?d  appear  ; 
Twas  Si  Siin'w,   'twas  laiv  Mynkeer, 

Twas  6"  //  voits  piiit,  Monfeur. 

Obfcure  by  birth,  renown'd  by  crimes, 
Still  changing  names,  religions,  climes, 

At  length  ihe  turns  a  bride  :  15 

In  di'monds,  pearls,  and  rich  brocades, 
She  fhines  the  firft  of  batter'd  jades, 

And  flutters  in  her  pride. 

% 

So  have  I  known  thofe  infects  fair, 
Which  curious  Germans  hold  fo  rare,  20 

Still  vary  fhapes  and  dyes ; 
Still  gain  new  titles  with  new  forms  ; 
Firft  grubs  obfcene,  then  wriggling  worms, 

Then  painted  butterflies. 


VOL,  VII.  U  ON 
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On    Mrs,   BIDDY    FLOYD* 

O     R, 

The  RECEIPT  to  form  a  BEAUTY. 


"\Y7 


Written  in  the  Year  1707. 

Hen  Cupid  did  his  grandfire  Jove  in  treat 
To  form  fornc  beauty  by  a  new  receipt, 
Jove  fent,  and  found  far  in  a  country  fcene 
Truth,  innocence,  good  nature,   look  ferene  : 
From  which  ingredients  fir  it  the  dexi'rous  boy       £ 
Pick'd  the  demure,  the  aukward,  and  the  coy. 
The  graces  from  the  court  did  next  provide 
Breeding,  and  wit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride  : 
Thefe  Venus  cleans  fro  in  ev'ry  fpurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coquet,  affected,  pert,  and  vain.  10 

Jove  inix'd  up  all,  and  his  beft  clay  employ  'd  ; 
'ihen  call'cl  the  happy  composition  Floyd. 


*  This  poem  is  allowed  by  all  perfons  of  taftc  and  iudgement,  to 
be  fuch  a  mafterpiece  in  its  kind;  that  it  m-ull  abide  the  teft  of  ail  fu- 
ture ages.  S  :i  ift. 


APOLLO 
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APOLLO    OUTWITTED. 

To  the  Honourable  Mrs  FINCH,  afterwards  Couri- 
tds  of  WINCHELSEA,  under  her  name  of  An- 
DELIA. 

"Written  in  the  year  1707. 

"pHoebns,  now  fhort'ning  ev'ry  fhade, 

Up  to  the  northern  tropic  came, 
And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  maid, 
Attending  on  a  royal  dame. 

The  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays,  5 

Then  lighted  from  his  glitt'ring  coach ; 

But  fence'd  his  head  with  his  own  bays, 
Before  he  durft  the  nymph  approach. 

Under  thofe  facred  leaves,  fccure 

From  common  lightning  of  the  ikies,  10 

Ik-  fondly  thought  he  might  endure 

The  flames  of  Ardelia's  eyes. 

The  nymph,  who  oft  had  read  in  books 
Of  that  bright  god  whom  bards  invoke, 

Soon  knew  Apollo  by  his  looks,  15 

And  guefs'd  his  bus'nefs  ere  he  fpoke. 

He  in  the  old  celeftial  cant 

Confeft  his  flame,  and  iwore  by  Styx 
Whate'er  flie  would  deiire  to  grant 

But  wife  Ardelia  knew  his  tricks,  20 

U.  2  Ovid 
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Ovid  had  warn  VI  her          jware 

^Or    llrolling  gods,   ••      )fe  ufuai  trade  is, 
Under  pretence  of  taking  air, 
To  pick  up  fublunary  ladies. 

Hcr.ve'er,  fhe  gave  no  flat  denial,  25 

As  having  malice  in  her  ht  art ; 
And  was  refolv'd    upon  a  trial, 

To  cheat  the  god  in  his  own  art. 

Hear  my  requeft,  the  virgin  faid; 

Let  which  I  pleafe  of  all  the  Nine  30 

Attend,  whene'er  I  want  their  aid, 

Obey  my  call,,  and  only  mine. 

By  vow  oblige'd,  by  paffion  led, 

The  god  could  not  refufe  her  pray'r : 

He  wav'd  his  wreath  thrice  o'er  her  head.  35 

Thrice  mutter 'd  fomething  to  the  air. 

And  now  he  thought  to  feize  his  due  : 

But  fhe  the  charm  already  try'd  : 
Thalia  heard  the  call,  and  flew 

To  wait  at  bright  Ardelia's  fide.  40 

On  fight  of  this  celeftial  prude, 

Apollo  thought  it  vain  to  flay  ; 
Nor  in  her  prefence  durft  be  rude  ; 

But  made  his  leg,  and  went  away. 

lie  hop'd  to  find  forne  lucky  hour,  45 

When  on  their  qween  the  mufes  wait ; 

But  Pallas  owns   Anlilia's  pov/'r  ; 
For  vows  divine  are  kept  by  fate. 

Then,  full  of  rage,   Apollo  fpoke  ; 

Deceitful  nymph,   I  fee  thy  art;  50 

And,  though  I  can't  my  gift  revoke, 

I'll  difappoint  its  nobler  part. 

Let 
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Let  ftubborn  pride  pofTefs  thee  long, 

And  be  thou  negligent  of  fame ; 
With  ev'ry  mufe  to  grace  thy  fong,  5 

May 'ft  thou  defpife  a  poet's  name. 

Of  mo  deft  poets  be  thou  fir  ft  ; 

To  filent  ihades  repeat  thy  vcrfe," 
Till  Fame  and  Echo  almoft  burft, 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  line  rehearfe. 

j 

And  laft,   rny  vengeance  to  complete,  - 

May  you  defcend  to  take  renown, 
Prevall'd  on  by  the  thing  you  hate, 

A  Whig  *,  and  one  that  wears  a  gown. 

*    I    M   P    R   O    M    P    T    U. 

To  Lady  WINCHELSEA. 

Occafioned  by  four  fa'tirical  verfes  on  women-wits 
in  The  Rape  of  the  Lock. 

IN  vain  you  boaft  poetic  names  of  yore, 
And  eke  thofe  Sapphos  we  admire  no  more  : 
Fats  doom'd  the  fall  of  cv'ry  female  wit ; 
But  doom'd  it  then  when  firft  Ardelia  writ. 
Of  all  examples  by  the  world  confeft,  5 

I  knew  Ardelia  could  not  quote  the  belt  ; 
Who,  like  her  miftrefs  on  Britannia's  throne, 
Fights  and  fubdues  in  quarrels  not  her  own. 
To  write,  their  praile  you  but  in  vain  cflay ; 
Ev'n  while  you  write,  you  take  that  praife  away :  10 

*  To  undcrflr.nd  what  the  Doctor  mcaneth  by  a   whig  ''n  thi-s  paf- 
•"ij?,  cor.luk  Vvil.  4. 

U  I  i 
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Light  to  the  ftars  the  fun  does  thus  reftore, 
IS  ui  ihines  himfelf  till  they  are  feen  no  more. 


* 


E     P     I     G     R     A     M. 


A     Bifhop  by  his  neighbours  hated, 
•^•^  Has  caufe  to  wifh  himfelf  tranilated  : 
But  why  fhould  Hough  deiire  translation, 
Lov'd  and  efteem'd  by  all  the  nation  ? 

Yet,  if  it  be  the  old  man's  cafe, 
I'll  lay  my  life  I  know  the  place  : 
Tis  where  God  fent  fome  that  adore  him, 
And  whither  Enoch  went  before  him. 


STELLA'S    BIRTH-DAY,    1718. 

Q  TELL  A  this  day  is   thirty-four, 

^   (We  iha'n't  difpute  a  year  or  more)  : 

However,  Stella,  be  not  troubled  ; 

Although  thy  fize  and  years  are  doubled, 

Since  firft  I  faw  thee  at  iixteen,  $ 

The  brighter!  virgin  on  the  green, 

So  little  is  thy  form  declin'd  ; 

Made  up  fo  largely  in  thy  mind. 

Oh,  would  it  pleafe  the  gods  to  fplit 
Thy  beauty,  fize,  and  years,  and  wit  !  IO 

No  age  could  iarnilli  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  fo  graceful,  wife,  and  fair  ; 
With  half  the  luilre  of  your  eyes, 
V.'kh  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  Hze. 

And 
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And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late, 

How  fhould  I  beg  of  gentle  fate, 

(That  either  nymph  might  have  her  {wain), 

To  fplit  my  Worfhip  too  in  twain. 


STELLA's    BIRTH-DAY,    1720. 

A  LL  travellers   at  fir  ft  incline 
•^*-    Where'er  they  fee  the  fa  ire  ft  fign ; 

And  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat, 

j  ' 

And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat, 

Will  call  again,    and  recommend  $ 

The  Angel- inn  to  ev'ry  friend, 

What  though  the  painting  grows  decay'd  ? 

The  lioufe  will  never  lofe  its  trade  : 

Nay,  though  the  treach'rous  tapfter  Thomas 

Hangs  a  new  angel  two  doors  from  us,  IO 

As  fine  as  dawber's  hands  can  make  it, 

In  hopes  that  ftrangers  may  mifhike  it, 

We  think  it  both  a  ihame  and  fin 

To  quit  the  true  old  Angel-inn. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  cafe  in  fact ;  i$ 

An  angel's  face,  a  little  crackt  ; 
(Could  poets,  or  could  painters  fix 
How  angels  look  at  thirty-fix)  : 
This  drew  us  in  at  firft  to  find 

In  fuch  a  form  an  angel's  mind  ;  30 

And  ev'ry  virtue  now  fupplies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  croud  ing  i  wains, 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 

With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  fenfe  ;  25 

And  puts  them  but  to  finall  expenfe  j 

Their 
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•j 

Their  mind  To  plentifully  fills, 

And  makes  fuch  reasonable  bills,- 

So  little  gets  for  what  ihe  gives, 

We  really  wonder  how  fhe  lives  !  30 

And,  had  her  flock  been  lefs,  no  doubt 

She  muft  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  who  can  think  we'll  quit  the  place, 
When  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ; 

O 

Or  Hop  raid  light  at  Cioe's  head,  35 

With  fcraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 
Then,  Cloe,  ftill  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty- fix  and  thirty- eight  ; 
Purfue  yo'ur  trade  of  fcandal-picking, 
Your  hints,   that  Stella  is  no  chicken  ;  40 

Your  inuendos,  when  you  (ell  us 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows  : 
And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 
A  truth,  for  which  your  foul  fhould  grieve  • 
That,  Ihould  you  live  to  fee  the  day  45 

When  Stella's  locks  muft  all  be  gray, 
When  age  muft  print  a  furrownd  trace 
On   ev'ry  feature  of  her  face  ; 
Though  you  and  all  your  fenfelefs  tribe, 
Could  art,  or  time,   or  nature  bribe,  50 

To  make  you  look  like  beauty's  queen, 
And  hold  for  ever  at  iifeteen  ; 
No  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 
The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind  ; 
All  men  of  fenie  will  pafs  your  door, 
And  croud  to  Stella's  at  fourfcore. 


STELLA'S 
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S  T  E  L  L  A's     B4RTH-DAY 


A   great  Bottle  of  Wine,  long  buried,  being  that 
Day  dug  up.      1722. 

T>  Efolv'd  my  annual  vcrfe  to  pay, 

•*  v  By  duty  bound,  on  Siclla's  day, 

Furnilh'd  with  paper,  pens,  and  ink, 

I  gravely  iat  me  douri  to  think  : 

I  bit  my  nails,  and  fcr.iich'd  my  head,  ^ 

But  found  my  wit  and  fancy  il<:d  : 

Or,   if  with  more  th;m  ufual  pam, 

A  thought  came  floxvly  fro  .a  my  brain, 

It  coft  me  Lord  knr,    s  how  much,  time 

To  fhape  it  into  fenfe  and  rhyme  :  m 

And,  what  was  yet  a  greater  curfe, 

Long  thinking  made  my  fancy  -v^orfe. 

Forfakbn  by  th'  inspiring  Nine, 
I  waited  at  Apollo's  ihrine  ; 

I  told  him  what  the  world  would  fay,  15 

If  Stella  were  unking  to-day  ; 
How  I  fhould  hide  my  head  for  fhame, 
\Vhen  both  the  Jacks  and  R.obin  came  : 
How  Ford  would  frown,  how  Jim  would  leer, 

How  Sh n  the  rogue  would  fneer,  20 

And  flvear  it  does  not  always  follow, 

That  feme/  *u  anno  ri.let  dpo!h. 

I  have  aiFiu-'d  them  twenty  times, 

That  Phoebus  help'd  me  in  my  rhymes  ; 

Phoebus  infpir'd  me  from  above,  25 

And  he  and  I  were  hand  and  glove. 

But,   finding  me  fo  dull  and  dry  fmce, 

They'll  call  it  all  poetic  licence  : 

And 
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And,  when  I  brag  of  aid  divine, 

Think  Eufden's  right  as  good  as  mine.  30 

Nor  do  I  aik  foi:  Stella's  fake  ; 
'Tis  my  own  credit  lies  at  ftake  : 
And  Stella  will  be  fung,  while  I 
Can  only  be  a  iiander-by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little,  3£ 

Return'd  this  anlwer  to  a  tittle. 

Though  you  fhould  live  like  old  Methufalem, 
I  furnifh  hints,  and  you  fliould  ufe  all  'em, 
You  yearly  n'ng  as  ihe  grows  old, 
You'd  leave  her  virtues  half  untold,.  40 

But,  to  fay  truth,  fuch  dulnefs  reigns 
Through  the  whole  fet  of  Irifli  deans, 
I'm  daily  ftunn'd  with  fuch  a  medley, 

Dean  W ,  Dean  D  - — ,  and  Dean  Smedley, 

That,  let  what  clean  fo  ever  come,  45* 

My  orders  are,  I'm  not  at  home  ; 
And,   if  your  voice  had  not  been  loud,.. 
You  mult  have  p;ils'd  among  the  croud. 

But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent, 
You  mu ft  apply  to  Mrs.  Brent  *  ;  50 

For  flie,  as  prieftefs,  knows  the  rites 
Wherein  the  god  of  earth  delights. 
Firft,  nine  ways  looking,  let  her  ftand 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  hand  ; 
Let  her  defcribe  a  circle  round  55.; 

In  Saunder's  f  cellar  on  the  ground  : 
A  fpade  let  prudent  Archy  J  hold, 
And  with  difcretion  dig  the  mould  : 
Let  Stella  look  with  watchful  eye, 
Rebecca  j|,  Ford,  and  Grattons  **  by*  6a 

Behold  the  bottle,  where  it  lies 
With  neck  elated  taw 'rds  the  ikies  1 


*  The  Huf.  keeper.  i  The  furler. 

J   The  footman.  ||   A  lady,  friend  to  Std!a. 

***  Fi lends  ol'   the  author.- 


The 
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The  god  of  winds,   and  god  of  fire, 

Did  to  its  wondrous  birth  confpire ; 

And  Bacchus,  for  the  poet's  ule,  65 

Pour'd  in  a  ftrong  infpiring  juice. 

{See  !   as  you  raife  it  from  its  tomb, 

It  drags  behind  a  fpacious  womb, 

And  in  the  fpacious  womb  contains 

A  fov'reign  med'cine  for  the  brains.  **o 

You'll  find  it  foon,  if  fate  confents  ; 
If  not,  a  thoufand  Mrs.  Brents, 
Ten  thoufand  Archys  arm'd  with  fpades, 
May  dig  in  vain  to,  Pluto's  fhacles. 

From  thence  a  plenteous  draught  infufe,,  75 

And  boldly  then  invoke  the  mufe ; 
.(But  firft  let  Robert**,  on  his  knees, 
With  caution  drain  it  from  the  lees); 
The  mufe  will  at  your  call  appear, 
With  Stella's  praife  to  crown  the  year.  80 


STELLA'S    BlPvTH-DAY,    1724. 

AS  when  a  beauteous  nymph  decays, 
We  fay,  fhe  pafl  her  dancing  days  ; 
So  poets  lofe  their  feet  by  time, 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bard  had  rather  choic  5 

To  celbrate  your  birth  in  profe  : 
Yet  merry  folks,   who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country-dance, 
Call  the  old  houfckeeper,  and  get  her 
To  fill  a  place  for  want  of  better  :  10 


**   The 

While 
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"Wliile  Sheridan  is  off  the  hooks, 

' 

And  friend  Delany  at  his  books, 

That  Stella  may  avoid  difgrace, 

Once  more  the  Dean  fupplies  her  place. 

Beauty  and  wit,    too  fad  a  truth  !  15 

Have  always  been  confm'd  to  youth  ; 
The  god  of  wit  and  beauty's  queen, 
He  twenty-one,  and  flic  fifteen., 
No  poet  ever  iweetly  fung, 

Unlefs  he  were,    like  Phoebus,  young  ;  20 

Nor  ever  nymph  infpir'd  to  rhyme, 
Unlefs,  like  Venus,  in  her  prime. 
At  fifty-fix,   if  this  be  true, 
Am  I  a  poet  fit  for  you  ? 

Or,  at  the  age  of  forty-three,  25 

Are  you  a  fiibject  fit  for  me  ? 
Adieu  !    bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes. 
You  muft  be  grave,   and  I  be  wife. 
Our  fate  in  vain  we  would  oppofe  ; 
But  I'll  be  ftill  your  friend  in  profe  :  30 

Efleem  and  fricndihip  to  exprefs, 
Will  not  require  poetic  drefs  ; 
And  if  the  inufe  deny  her  aid 
To  have  them  fung,    they  may  be  faid. 

But,   Stella,  fay,   what  evil  tongue  35 

Reports  you  are  no  longer  young  ; 
That  Time  fits  with  his  fey  the  to  mow 
Where  eril  fat  Cupid  with  his  bow  ; 
That  half  your  locks  are  turn'd  to  gray  ? 
I'll  ne'er  believe  a  word  they  fay.  40 

*  * 

'Tis  true,    but  let  it  not  be  known, 

My  eyes  are  fomewhat  dimmim  grown  : 

For  nature,    always  in  the  right, 

To  your  decays  adapt  my  light  ; 

And  wrinkles  undiftinguifh'd  pafs,  41 

For  I'm  afham'd  to  ufe  a  glafs ; 

And  till  I  fee  them  with  thefe  eyes, 

Whoever  fays  vou  have  them,  lies. 

J        "  XT 

No 
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No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quit 
Honour  and  virtue,  fenfe  and  wit :  S9 

Thus  you  may  ftill  be  young  to  me, 
While  I  can  better  hear  than  fee, 
Oh,   ne'er  may  Fortune  fhew  her  fpight, 
To  make  me  deaf  and  mend  my  fight ! 


STELLA'S  BIRTH-  DAY,  March  13.  1726. 


day,  whate'er  the  fates  decree, 
\      Shall  ftill  wirh  joy  be  kept  by  me  : 

This  day  then  let  us  not  be  told, 

That  you  are  fick,  and  I  grown  old  ; 

Nor  think  on  our  approaching  ills, 

And  talk  of  fpe&acles  and  pills  : 

To-morrow  will  be  time  enough 

To  hear  fuch  mortifying  fluff. 

Yet  fince  from  reafon  may  be  brought 

A  better  and  more  pleaiing  thought,  10 

Which  can,  in  fpite  of  all  decays, 

Support  a  few  remaining  days, 

From  not  the  graveil  of  divines 

Accept  for  once  fome  ferious  lines. 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  more  j  5 

Long  fchemes  of  life,  as  heretofore  ; 

Yet  you,  while  time  is  running  fail, 

Can  look  with  joy  on  what  is  paft, 
Were  future  happinefs  and  pain 

A  mere  contrivance  of  the  brain,  20 

As  Atheifts  argue  to  entice 

And  fit  their  profelytes  for  vice, 

(The  only  comfort  they  propofe, 

To  have  companions  in  their  woes), 

VOL.  VII.  X  Grant 
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Grant  this  the  cafe  ;  vet  iure  'tis  hard  2  r 

'      *  *J 

That  virtue,  ftyi'd  its  own  reward. 

And  by  all  fages  underflood 

To  be  the  chief  of  human  good, 

Should  acting  die,  nor  leave  behind 

Some  Lifting  pleafure  in  the  mind,  30 

Which  by  remembrance  will  afiwage 

/  VJ 

Grief,  ficknefs,  poverty,  and  age, 
And  ftrongly  fhoot  a  radiant  dart 
To  ihine  through  life's  declining  part. 

Say,  Stella^  feel  you  no  content  35 

Pxeilectrng  on  a  life  well  fpent  ? 
Your  fkilful  hand  employ'd  to  fave 
Defbairing  wretches  from  the  gra\?e  ; 
And  then  fupporting  with  your  {lore 
Thole  whom  you  dragg'd  from  death  before  :       40 
So  providence  on  mortals  waits, 
Preferving  what  it  iirft  creates : 

o 

Your  gen'rous  boldnefs  to  defend 

An  innocent  and  abfent  friend  ; 

That  courage  which  can  make  you  juft  ^5 

To  merit  humbled  in  the  duft  ; 

The  deteftation  you  exprefs 

For  vice  in  all  its  glitt'ring  drefs  ; 

That  patience  under  tort'ring  pain, 

Where  ftubborn  Stoics  would  complain  :  50 

Muft  thefe  like  empty  fhadows  pafs, 

Or  forms  reflected  from  a  glafs  ? 

Or  mere  chimaeras  in  the  mind, 

That  fly,  and  leave  no  marks  behind  ? 

Does  not  the  body  thrive  and  grow  55 

By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  ? 

And  had  it  not  been  ftill  iupply'd, 

It  muft  a  thoufand  times  have  dy'd. 

Then  who  with  reafon  can  maintain, 

That  no  effects  of  food  remain  ?  6-3 

And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind 

The  nutriment  that  feeds  the  mind ; 

Upheld 
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Upheld  by  each  good  action  paft, 

And  Itili  continu'd  by  the  Lift  ? 

Then,  who  with  reaion  can  pretend  65 

That  all  effects  of  virtue  end  ? 

Believe  me  Stella,  when  you  fliow 
That  true  contempt  for  things  below. 
Nor  prize  your  life  for  other  ends 
Than  merely  to  oblige  your  friends,  7° 

Your  former  actions  claim  their  part. 
And  join  to  fortify  your  heart. 
For  virtue  in  her  daily  race, 
Like  Janus,    bears  a  double  face  ; 
Looks  back  with  joy  where  ihe  has  gone,  75 

And  therefore  goes  with  courage  on. 
She  at  your  iickly  couch  will  wait, 
And  guide  you  to  a  better  ftate. 

O  then,  whatever  Heav'n  intends, 
Take  pity  on  your  pitying  friends  !  8© 

Nor  let  your  ills  affect  your  mind, 
To  fancy  they  can  be  unkind. 
Me,  furely  me,  you  ought  to  fpare, 
Who  gladly  would  your  fuff 'rings  ihare  ; 
Or  give  my  fcrap  of  life  to  you,  85 

And  think  it  far  beneath  your  due  : 
You,  to  whofe  care  fo  oft  I  owe 
That  I'm  alive  to  tell  you  fo, 


X  2  *  To 
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*   To  Mrs    MARTHA    BLOUNTf. 

Sent  on  her  birth-day,    June  15. 

OH,  be   thou  blefs'd  with  all  that   Heav'n  can 
fend, 
Long  health,    long  youth,  long   pleafure,    and  a 

friend  ! 

Not  with  thofe  toys  the  female  race  admire, 
Riches  that  vex,  and  vanities  that  tire  ; 
JNot  as  the  world  its  pretty  ilaves  rewards,  5 

A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old  age  of  cards  ; 
Fair  to  no  purpofe,   artful  to  no  end  ; 
Young  without  lovers    old  without  a  friend  j 
A  fop  their  paffion,  but  their  prize  a  fot ; 
Alive,  ridiculous ;  and  dead,  forgot  !  10 

Let  joy,  or  eafe,  let  iufluence,  or  content, 
And  the  gay  confcience  of  a  life  well  fpent, 
Calm  ev'ry  thought,  infpirit  ev'ry  grace, 
Glow  in  thy  heart,  and  mule  upon  thy  face ; 
Let  day  improve  on  day,  and  year  on  year,          15 
Without  a  pain,   a  trouble,  or  a  fear  : 
Till  death  unfelt  that  tender  frame  deltroy, 
In  fome  foft  dream,    or  ecftafy  of  joy, 
Peaceful  fleep  out  the  fabbath  of  the  tomb, 
And  wake  to  raptures  in  a  life  to  come  !  20 

•j-  This  poem  was  wrote  by  Mr.  Pope.  It  appears  from  his  will, 
that  he  had  a  fmcerc  regard  and  long  aftedion  for  the  lady  to  whom  it 
is  addrefied, 

*  S  O  N  G. 
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SONG.     By  a   perfon  of  quality. 

T  Said  to  my  heart,  between  fleeping  and  waking, 
Thou   wild  thing,  that    always   art  leaping  or 

aking, 
What  black,   brown,   or  fair,     in   what  clime,  in 

what  nation, 
By  turns  has  not  taught  thee  a  pit--a--patation  ? 

Thus  accus'd,  the  wild  thing  gave  this  fober  re- 
reply  :  $ 

See  the  heart  without  motion,  though  C?elia  pafs 
by  ! 

Not  the  beauty  (he  has,  or  the  wit  that  flie  borrows, 

Gives  the  eye  any  joys,  or  the  heart  any  ibrrows. 

When  our  Sappho  appears,  (lie  whofe  wit's  fo  re- 

fin'd, 

I  am  force'd  to  applaud  with  the  reft  of  mankind  -, 
Whatever  fhe  lays,  is  with  fpirit  and  fire  ; 
Ev  ry  word  I  attend  ;  but  I  only  admire. 

Prudentia  as  vainly  would  put  in  her  claim, 
Ever  gazing  on  heav'n,  though  man  is  her  aim  : 
'lis  love,  not  devotion,  that  turns  up  her  eyes  ;  15' 
Thole  ftars  of  this  word  are  too  good  for  the  ikies, 

But  Chloe  fo  lively,  fo  eafy,  fo  fair, 
Her  wit  fo  genteel,  without  art,  without  care  ; 
When  fhe  comes  in  my  way,  the  motion,  the  pain, 
The  leapings,   the  akings,  return  ail  again,  20 

*  O 
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O  wonderful  creature  !   a  woman  of  reafon  ? 
Never  grave  out  of  pride,    never  gay  out  of  feafonl 
When  fo  ealy  to  guefs  who  this  angel  ihould  be, 
Would  one  think   Mrs.  Howard    ne'er  dream 'd  it 
was  ihe  ? 


*      BALLAD. 


all  the  girls  that  e'er  was  feen. 
There's  none  fo  fine  as  Nelly, 
For  charming  face,  and  fhape,    and  mien. 

And  what's  not  fit  to  tell  ye. 
Oh  !   the  turii'd  neck  and  fmcoth  white  ikin.  5 

Of  lovely  deareft  Nelly  ! 
For  many  a  fwain  it  well  had  been, 
Had  ihe  ne'er  pafs'd  by  Calai. 

For  when  as  Nelly  came  to  France, 

(Invited  by  her  coufins),  10 

Acrofs  the  Tuilleries  each  glance 

Kill'd  Frenchmen  by  whole  dozens, 
The  King,   as  he  at  dinner  fat, 

Did  beckon  to  his  biiffaf, 
And  bid  him  bring  his  taby-cat,  15 

For  charming  Nell  to  buis  her. 

The  ladies  were  with  rage  provok'd 

To  fee  her  fo  refpected  : 
The  men  look'd  arch,   as  Nelly  ftrok'd, 

And  pufs  her  tail  erected. 
But  not  a  man  did  look  employ,  20 

Except  on  pretty  iSelly  : 
Then  faid  the  Duke  de  Villeroy, 

Abl  on  els  ejl  bienjolie  1 

But 
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But  who's  that  grave  philofopher  25 

That  carefully  looks  at  'er  ? 
By  his  concern  it  fhould  appear, 

The  fair  one  is  his  daughter. 
Ma  foy  !   (quoth  then  a  courtier  fly), 

He  on  his  child  does  leer  too  :  30 

I  wiili  he  has  no  mind  to  try 

What  fome  papas  will  here  do. 

The  courtiers  all,  with  one  accord, 

Broke  out  in  Nelly's  praifes, 
Admir'd  her  rofe,  and  fys  fans  farde,  3$ 

Which  are  your  tennes  Francoifes], 
Then  might  you  fee  a  painted  ring 

Of  dames  that  ftood  by  Nelly  ; 
She  like  the  pride  of  all  the  fpring, 

And  they  like  flews  de  palais,  40 

In  Marli's  gardens,  and  St.  Clou, 

I  faw  this  charming  Nelly, 
Where  fhamelefs  nymphs,   expos'd  to  view, 

Stand  naked  in  each  alley  : 
But  Venus  had  a  brazen  face,  45 

Both  at  Verfailles  and  Meudon, 
Or  elfe  ihe  had  refign'd  her  place, 

And  left  the  ftone  flie  ftood  on, 

Were  Nelly's  figure  mounted  there, 

'Twould  put  down  all  th'  Italian  :  50 

Lord  !  how  thofe  foreigners  would  ftare  ! 

But  I  fhould  turn  Pigmalibn  : 
For  fpite  of  lips,  and  eyes,  and  mien, 

Me  nothing  can  delight  fo, 
As  does  that  part  that  lies  between  55 

Her  left  toe  and  her  right  toe. 


ODE, 
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ODE,      for    M  U  S   I   C. 

On    the    LONGITUDE. 

RECITATIVO. 

THE  longitude  mifs'd  on 
By  wicked  Will.  Whifton  ; 
And  not  better  hit  on 
By  good  Mafter  Ditton. 

RITORNELLO. 

So  Ditton  and  Whifton 
May  both  be  bep-ft  on  ; 
And  Whifton  and  Ditton 
May  both  be  befh-t  on. 
Sing  Ditton 
Beih-t-on  ; 
And  Whifton 
Bep-ft  on. 
Sing  Ditton  and  Whifton, 

And  Whifton  and  Ditton, 

Befli-t  and  bep-ft  on,  j£ 

Bep-ft  and  belli-  1  on. 

DA  CAPO. 


*  EPIGRAM 
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*  EPIGRAM  on  the  feuds  about  HAN- 
DEL  and  BONONCINI. 


CTrange  !  all  this  difference  fhould  be 
^  'Twixt  tweedle-dum  and  tweedle-dee ! 


On  Mrs.  TOFTS. 


CO  bright  is  thy  beauty,  fo  charming  thy  fong, 
*^  As  had  drawn  both  the  beafts  and  their  Orpheus 

along  : 

But  fuch  is  thy  av'rice,   and  fuch  is  thy  pride, 
That  the  beafts  muft  have  ftarv'd,  and  the  poet  have 

dy'd. 
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TWO      OR     THREE; 


O  R, 


A  Receipt  to  make  a  CUCKOLD. 


'"PWO  or  three  vifits,   and  two  or  three  bows, 
•*•    Two  or  three  civil  things,  two  or  three  vows, 

Two 
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Two  or  three  kifTes,  with  two  or  three  fighs, 
Two  or  three  Jejujes  and  Let -me '-die's, 
Two  or  three  fqueezeSj  and  two  or  three  towzes,  5 "% 
With  two  or  three  thoufand  pound  loft  at   their  £ 
houfes,  C 

Can  never  fail  cuckolding  two  or  three  fpoufes.   J 


*  On  a  LADY  who  p— t  at  the  tragedy  of 
CATO-,  occasioned  by  an  epigram  on  a 
Lady  who  wept  at  it. 

WHILE   maudlin  Whigs  deplor'd  their  Cato's 
fate, 

Still  with  dry  eyes  the  Tory  Celia  fate  : 
But,  while  her  pride  forbids  her  tears  to  flow, 
The  guihing  waters  find  a  vent  below : 
Though  fecret,   yet  with  copious  grief  Ihe  mourns, 
Like  twenty  river-gods  with  all  their  urns.  0 

Let  others  fcrew  their  hypocritic  face, 
She  fhews  her  grief  in  a  fincerer  place  : 
There  nature  reigns,   and  paffion  void  of  art ; 
For  that  road  leads  directly  to  the  heart.  jo 


*  EPIGRAM,   in    a  maid  of  honour's 

prayer-book. 

TT7HEN  Ifrael's  daughters  mourn 'd  their  paft  of- 
fences, 
They  dealt  in  fackcloth,  and  turn'd  cinder-wenches : 

But 
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But  Richmond's  fair  ones  never  ipoil  their  locks  ; 
They  ufe  white  powder,  and  wear  Holland  fmocks. 
O  comely  church  !  where  females  find  clean  linen, 
As  decent  to  repent  in,  as  to  iln  in.  6 
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V 

EPIGRAM. 

Written  in  the  year  1712. 

A  S   Thomas  was  cudgell'd  one  day  by  his  wife, 
•*^-  He  took  to  the  ftreet,  and  fled  for  his  life  ; 
Tom's  three  deareft  friends  came  by  in  the  fquabble, 
And  fav'd    him  at  once   from  the  fhrew   and  the 

rabble  ; 

Then  ventur'd  to  give  him  fome  fober  advice  —     5 
But  Tom  is  a  pcrfon  of  honour  fo  nice, 
Too  wife  to  take  counfel,  to  proud  to  take  warning. 
That  he  fent  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morning. 
Three  duels  he  fought,  thrice  ventur'd  his  life  ; 
Went  home,  and  was  cudgell'd  again  by  his  wife.  10 


The    BALANCE    of   EUROPE. 


"KjOw  Europe's  balance  'd,  neither   iide  prevails, 
•**^   For  nothing's  left  in  either  of  the  fcales. 


A 
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*  A  PANEGYRICAL  EPISTLE  to  Mr.  THO- 
MAS SNOW,  goldfmith,  near  Temple- 
bar  ;  occcafioned  by  his  buying  and  felling 
the  third  South-fea  fubfcriptions,  taken  in 
by  the  direftors  at  a  thoufand/<?r  cent.  "\ . 

TT\I{dain  not,  Snow,  my  humble  verfe  to  hear; 
^*   Stick  thy  black  pen  a  while  behind  thy  ear. 
Whether  thy  compter  ihine  with  fums  untold, 
And  thy  wide-grafping  hand  grows  black  with  gold ; 
Whether  thy  mien  erect,  and  fable  locks,  5 

In  crouds  of  brokers  overawe  the  ftocks  ; 
Sufpend  the  wordly  bus'nefs  of  the  day, 
And  to  enrich  thy  mind,  attend  my  lay. 

O  thou,  whofe  penetrative  wifdom  found 
The  5omh  fea  rocks  and  {helves,  where  thoufands 

drown 'd ! 

When  credit  funk,   and  commerce  gafping  lay,       .\ 
Thou  ftood'ft  ;   no  bill  was  fent  unpaid  away. 
When  not  a  guinea  chink'd  on  Martin's  *  boards, 
And  *  AtwiiPs  felf  was  druin'd  of  ail  his  hoards, 
Thou  ftood'ft  ;   an  Indian  king  in  iize  and  hue!  15 
Thy  unexhaufted  {hop  was  our  Peru, 

•f-  In  the  ye.-ir  1720,  the  Sou',  h  fea  company,  under  pretence  of  pay  * 
ing  the  puolic  deb  ,  obtained  an  aft  of  parliament  for  enlarging  heir 
capital,  by  taking  into  it  all  the  debts  of  the  nat-on  incurre  i  before 
the  year  1716,  amounting  to  31,664.551  1.  Part  of  this  fum  was 
fubf  ribed  into  their  capital  at  three  fubfciiptions  j  thf;  firft  at  300!. 
per  rent,  the  fecond  at  400  I.  and  a  third  at  1000  1.  Such  was  the  in- 
fatuation of  the  time,  that  tsefe  fubfcriptions  v.ere  bought  and  'old  at 
exhorbitant  premiums;  fo  thai  ico  1.  Sou:h-fea  ftock  fulfcrihed  at 
icoo  1.  was  iold  for  1200  !.  in  Exciiange  alley. 

*  Names  of  eminent  coldfmiths.  » 

Why 
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Why  did  'Change-alley  wade  thy  precious  hours 
Among  the  fools  who  gap'd  for  golden  fhow'rs  ? 
No  wonder,  if  we  find  ibme  poets  there, 
Who  live  on  fancy,  and  can  feed  on  air  ;  20 

No  wonder  they  were  caught  by  South-fea  fchemes, 
Who  ne'er  enjoy'd  a  guinea,  but  in  dreams  ; 
No  wonder  they  their  third  fubfcription  fold 
For  millions  of  imaginary  gold  ; 
No  wonder  that  their  fancies  wild  can  frame    25 
Strange  reafons,  that  a  thing  is  ilill  the  fame, 
Though  change 'd  throughout  infubftance  and  in 

name, 

But  you  (whole  judgement  fcorns  poetic  flights) 
With  contracts  furnifh.  boys  for  paper-kites. 

Let  vulture  Hopkins  ftretch  his  nifty  throat,    30 
Who  ruins  thoulands  for  a  ilngle  groat  : 
I  know  thou  fcorn'ft  his  mean,  his  fordid  mind  ; 
Nor  with  ideal  debts  would'ft  plague  mankind. 
Madmen  alone  their  empty  dreams  purfue, 
And  ftill  believe  the  fleeting  vifion  true  ;  35 

They  fell  the  treaiures  which  their  {lumbers  get, 
Then  wake  and  fancy  all  the  world  in  debt. 
If  to  inftruct  thee  all  my  reafons  fail. 
Yet  be  diverted  by  this  moral  tale. 

Through    fam'd  Moorfields  extends  a  fpacious 
feat,  40 

Where  mortals  of  exalted  wit  retreat ; 
Where  wrapp'd  in  contemplation,  and  in  ft  raw, 
The  wifer  few  from  the  mad  world  withdraw. 
There  in  full  opulence  a  banker  dwelt, 
Who  all  the  joys  and  pangs  of  riches  felt :  45 

His  fide-board  glitter'd  with  imagin'd  plate  ; 
And  his  proud  fancy  held  a  vaft  eflate. 

As  on  a  time  he  pafs'cl  the  vacant  hours 
In  raifing  piles  of  ftraw  and  t willed  bovv'rs, 
A  poet  enter'd  of  the  neighbouring  cell,  50 

And  with  fix'd  eye  obferv'd  the  firuclure  well : 
A  iharpen'd  fkew'r  crofs  his  bare  (boulders  bound 
A  tatter'd  rug,  which  draga,'d  upon  the  ground. 
VOL.  VII.  Y  The 
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The-  banker  cry'd,   "   Behold  my  caftle-walls, 

'•   A' •••-  ilatues,  garden?,  fountains,  and  canals,     5^ 

<;   V*  ith  land  of  more  than  twenty  acres  round ! 

J 

"   All  thefe  I  fell  thee  for  ten  thoufand  poi  nd," 
The  bard  with  wonder  the  cheap  purchafe  faw, 
iSo  iign'd  the  contract:  (as  ordains  the  law). 
The   bunker's   brain  was   cool'd  ;     the   mift    grew 
clear ;  60 

The  vifionary  fcene  was  loft  in  air. 
He  now  the  vanifli'd  profpecl  underftood, 
And  fear'd  the  fancy 'd  bargain  was  not  good  : 
Yet  loath  the  fum  entire  lliould  be  deftroy'd, 
"   Give  me  a  penny,   and  thy  contract's  void. "65 
The  iiartled  bard  with  eye  indignant  frown'd  : 
"  Shall  I,  ye  gods,  (he  cries)  my  debts  compound  !': 
So  faying,  from  his  rug  the  ikew'r  he  takes, 
And  on  the  ftick  ten  equal  notches  makes  ; 
With  juft  refentment  flings  it  on  the  ground  ;      70 
ts  There,   take  my  tally  ::  of  ten  thouiand." 


The    SOUTH-SEA     1721. 

YE  wife  philofophers  !   explain 
,,ri  .    r     .  .r 

What  masic  makes  our  money  rile. 
* 

When  dropt  into  the  Southern  main  : 
Or  do  thefe  jugglers  cheat  our  eyes  ? 

Put  in  your  money  fairly  told  ;  5 

Prefto  be  gone -'Tis  here  agen  ; 

Ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold, 

Here's  ev'ry  piece  as  big  as  ten. 

*  Charles  II.  having  borrowed  a  confiderable  fum,  gave  tallies  ns 
a  fecurity  for  the  repayment  ;  but  foo;i  after,  {hutting  up  the  ex- 
chequer, thefe  tallies  \vere  as  much  reduced  from  Inert  original  va- 
lue, as  the  South-fca  had  exceeded  ir. 

Thus 
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Thus  in  a  bafon  drop  a  {hilling, 

Then  fill  the  veiTcl  to  the  brim  :  I* 

You  ihail  obierve,  as  you  are  filling, 

The  pcmd'rous  metal  Icems    to  trim, 

It  rifes  both  in  bulk  and  height  ; 

Behold  it  {welling  like  a  fop  ! 
The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  light  ;  1 5 

Behold  it  mounted  to  the  top  ? 

In  fcock  three  hundred  then  fond  pound  -. 

I  have  in  view  a  lord's  eicate  ; 
My  manors  all  contiguous  round; 

A  coach  and  lix,   and  fcvv\l  in  pl.ue,  2O 

/ 
Thus  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves. 

Puts  all  upon  a  clefp'rate  bet ; 
Then  plunges  in  the  fbuthern  waves, 
Dipt  over  head  and  ears in  debt, 

So,  by  a  calenture  milled,  25 

The  mariner  with  rapture  fees 
On  the  fmooth  ocean's  azure  bed 

Enainel'd  fields,  and  verdant  trees. 

With  eager  hafte  he  longs  to  rove 

In  that  fantailic  fcene,  and  thinks  30 

It  muft  be  ibme  inchanted  grove  ; 

And  in  he  leaps,  and  doivn  he  fink?.. 

Two  hundred  chariots,  juft  bc-fpoke, 

Are  funk  in  thefe  devouring  waves, 
The  nodes  drawn'd,  the  harnefs  broke  ;  8^ 

And  here  the  owners  iind  their  gvaves. 

Like  Pharaoh,  by  dirccl;- :  led, 

They  with  thtir  fpoils  went  fafe  before  ; 

His  chariots  tumbling  out  the  dead, 

Lay  ihatterM  on  the  Red-fca  iliore.  40 

Y  2  Rais'd 
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Rais'd  upon  Hope's  afpiring  plumes, 

The  young  advent'rer  o'er  the  deep 
An  eagle's  flight  and  ftate  aflumes, 

And  fcorns  the  middle  way  to  keep. 

On  paper  wings  he  takes  his  flight  ;  45 

With  wax  the  father  bound  them  faft ; 

The  ivax  is  melted  by  the  height, 
And  down  the  tow'ring  boy  is  caft. 

A  moralift  might  here  explain 

The  rafhnefs  of  the  Cretan  youth  ;  50 

Defcribe  his  fall  into  the  main, 

And  from  a  fable  form  a  truth. 

His  'wings  are  his  paternal  rent ; 

He  melts  his  'wax  at  ev'ry  flame  ; 
His  credit  funk,  his  money  fpent.  55 

In  Southern  Jcas  he  leaves  his  name* 

i 
^Inform  us,  you  that  beft  can  tell, 

Why  in  your  dang'rous  gulf  profound, 
Where  hundred  and  where  thoufands  fell 

Fools  chiefly  float,  the  wife  are  drown 'd  ?          60 

So  have  I  feen  from  Severn's  brink 
A  flock  of  geefe  jump  down  together, 

Swim  where  the  bird  of  Jove  would  link, 
And  fwimming  never  wet  a  feather. 

One  fool  may  from  another  win,  65 

And  then  get  off  with  money  ftor'd  : 

But  if  a  iharper  once  comes  in, 

He  throws  at  all,  and  fweeps  the  board. 

As  fifties  on  each  other  prey, 

The  great  ones  fwall'wing  up  the  fin  all ;  70 

So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea; 

The  whale  directors  eat  up  all. 

When 
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/.'  is  high,  they  come  between, 
Making  by  fecond  hand  their  offers: 
Then  cunningly  retire  uniccn,  J $ 

\Vith  each  a  million  in  his  colters. 

So,  when  upon  a  moonfhine  night 

An  afs  was  drinking  at  a  ftreani, 
A  cloud  arofe,  and  ftopt  the  light 

By  intercepting  ev'ry  beam.  80 

The  day  of  judgment  will  be  foon, 

(Cries  out  a  fage  among  the  croud"'  ; 
An  afs  hath  fwallow'dtip  the  moon  : 

The  moon  lay  iafe  behind  the  cloud. 

Each  poor  jubfcriber  to  the  fea  &v 

Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lie-  • 

Direflors  fall  as  'well  as  they  ; 
Their  fall  is  but  a  trick  to  riff. 

So  fifhes  riling  from  the  main, 

Can  foar  with  moiften'd.  wings  on  hi^h  :  •"}'%. 

The  moiilure  dry'd,  they  fink  again, 

And  dip  their  fins  again  to  fly. 

Undone  at  play,  the  female  troops 

Come  here  their  lories  to  retrieve  ; 
Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  ipacious  hoops^ 

Like  Lapland  witches  in  a  fie\re. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  fea  defcends, 

As  poets  feign  ;  but  where 's  the  moral  ? 

It  fliews  the  queen  of  love  intends 

To  fearck  the  deep  for  pearl  and  coral.  >o 

The  fea  is  richer  than  the  land, 

I  heard  it  from  my  grannam's  mouth, 

"Which  now  I  clearly  underftand  ; 
For  by  the  fea  ihe  meant  the 

Y  3 
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Thus  by  direEors  we  are  told,  105 

Pray,  Gentlemen,  believe  your  eyes  ; 

Our  ocean's  cover'd  a'er  with  gold. 
Look  round,  and  fee  how  thick  it  lies. 

Oh !  would  thofe  patriots  be  fo  kind, 

Here  in  the  deep  to  wafh  their  hands  ;  1 1» 

Then,  like  Paclolus,  we  fhould  find 

The  fea  indeed  had  golden  jands. 

A  {lulling  in  the  Bath  you  fling, 

The  iilver  takes  a  nobler  hue 
By  magic  virtue  in  the  fpring,  115 

And  feems  a  guinea  to  your  view. 

But,  as  a  guinea  will  not  pafs 

At  market  for  a  farthing  more. 
Shewn  through  a  multiplying  glafs, 

Than  what  it  alwas  did  before  ;  1 2O 

So  caft  it  in  the  Southern  feas, 

And  view  it  through  a  jobber's  bill ; 
Put  on  what  fpectacks  you  pleafe, 

Your  guinea's  but  a  guinea  ftill. 

One  night  a  fool  into  a  brook  825 

Thus  from  a  hillock  looking  down, 

The  golden  ftars  for  guineas  took, 
And  iilver  Cynthia  for  a  crown. 

The  point  he  could  no  longer  doubt ; 

He  ran,  he  leap'd  into  the  flood;  130 

There  fprawPd  a  while,  and  fcarce  got  cut, 

All  cover'd  o'er  with  ilime  and  imid. 

Upon  the  -waters  caft  thy  bread 

And  after  many  day  thou'ltjlnd  it  ; 
But  gold  upon  this  ocean  fpread  135 

Shall  fink,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  it. 

There 
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There  is  a  gulf  where  thoufands  fell ; 

Here  all  the  bold  advent'rers  came  ; 
A  narrow  found,   though  deep  as  hell; 

'Change-alley  is  the  dreadful  name.  140 

Nine  times  a-dav  it  ebbs  and  flows : 

•/  > 

Yet  he  that  on  the  furface  lies, 
Without  a  pilot,  feldoni  knows 

The  time  it  falls,  or  when  'twill  rile. 

Subfcribers  here  by  thoufands  float,  145 

And  juftle  one  another  down  ; 
Each  padling  in  his  leaky  boat, 

And  here  they  filh  for  gold,  and  drown. 

Now  bury\i  in  the  depth  below, 

NOVJ  mounted  up  to  heaven  flgcn,  15.® 

They  reel  andftagger  too  and  fro. 

At  their  wits  endy  like  drunken  men  *. 

Mean  time  fecure  on  Garr'way  f  cliffs 

«l 

A  favage  race,  by  ihiprecks  fed, 
Lie  waiting  for  the  founder'd  ikifls,  155 

And  ftrip  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Butthefe,  you  fay,   are  factious  lies, 

From  fome  malicious  Tory's  brain 
For  where  direflors  get  a  prize, 

The  Swifs  and  Dutch  whole  millions  drain.     163 

Thus,  when  by  rooks  a  Lord  is  ply'd. 

Some  cully  often  wins  a  bet, 
By  vcnt'ring  on  the  cheating  fide, 

Though  not  into  the  fecret  let. 


*    Pfal.   cvii. 

f  Cotttehoul'e  in  'Change  alley. 


While 
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While  fome  build  caftles  in  the  air,  16- 

Directors  build  them  in  the  feas  : 
Subfcribers  plainly  fee  'em  there; 

For  fools  will  fee  as  wife  men  pleafe. 

Thus  oft  by  mariners  are  fhown 

(Unlefs  the  men  of  Kent  are  liars)  170 

Earl  Goodwin's  caftles  overflown, 

And  palace-roofs,  and  fteeple-fpires. 

Mark  where  the  fly  directors  creep, 
Nor  to  the  ihore  approach  too  nigh  f 

The  monfters  neftle  in  the  deep  17  j 

To  feize  you  in  your  puffing  by. 

Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wife, 
"Who.   taught  by  inftinct  how  to  flum 

The  crocodile  that  lurking  lies, 

Run  as  they  drink,  and  drinking  run.  iSo 

Antoeus  could,  by  magic  charms, 

R.ecover  ftrength  whene'er  he  fell : 
Alcides  held  him  in  his  arms, 

And  fent  him  up  in  air  to  hell. 

Directors  thrown  into  the  fea,  ig> 

Pvecover  ftrength  and  vigour  there; 
But  may  be  tam'd  another  way, 

Sufpended  for  a  while  in  air. 

Directors !  for  'tis  you  I  warn, 

By  long  experience  we  have  found,  1 90 

What  planet  rul'd  when  you  were  born ; 

We  fee  you  never  can  be  drown'd. 

N 

Beware,  nor  over-bulky  grow, 

Nor  come  within  your  cully's  reach ; 
For  if  the  fea  fliould  link  fo  low,  jp  - 

To  leave  you  dry  upon  the  beach  ; 
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You'll  owe  your  ruin  to  your  bulk  : 

Your  foes  already  waiting  ftand, 
To  tear  you  like  a  founder  d  hulk, 

While  you  lie  helplefs  on  the  fand.  2OG 

Thus,  when  a  whale  hath  loft  the  tide, 
The  co alters  croud  to  feize  the  fpoil  j 

The  monfter  into  parts  divide, 

And  ft  rip  the  bones,  and  melt  the  oil. 

Oh  !  may  fome  weftern  tempefts  fweep  205 

Thefe  locufrs,  whom,  our  fruits  have  fed, 

That  plague,  directors,  to  the  deep, 
Driv'n  from  the  South-fea  to  the  Red! 

May  he,  whom  nature's  laws  obey, 

Who  lifts  the  poor,  and  links  the  proud,        2io 

the  raging  of  the  fea, 
Andjli/l  the  madnefs  of  the  croud ! 

But  never  fhall  our  ifle  have  reft, 

Till  thofe  devouring  fwine  run  down, 

(The  devils  leaving  the  poffeft),  215 

And  headlong  in  the  waters  drown. 

The  nation  then  too  late  will  find, 
Computing  all  their  coft  and  trouble, 

Directors  promifes  but  wind, 

South-fea  at  beft  a  mighty  bubble.  22O 

Apparent  rari  nanfes  in  gurgite  vqfto, 

Anna  virwn,  tabulacq^iie^  ft  Troia  gaza  per  undas. 

VlRG, 


*  A 
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A  BALLAD  on  QJJADRILLE. 

I. 

"HEN  as  corruption  hence  did  go, 

And  left  the  nation  free  ; 
Yv^hen  dy  faid  /lyt  and  No  laid  Nof 

Without  a  place  or  fee  ; 

Then  Satan  thinking  things  went  ill,  £ 

Sent  forth  his  fpirit  calPd  Quadrills, 
Quadrille,   Quadrille ,  &c. 

IL 
Kings,  queens,  and  knaves,  made  up  his  pack, 

And  four  fair  fuits  he  wore ; 
His  troops  they  are  with  red  and  black  IO 

All  blotch'd  and  fpotted  o'er; 
And  ev'ry  houfe,  go  where  you  will, 
Is  haunted  by  the  imp  §>uadrille3  &c. 

III. 
Sure  cards  he  has  for  ev'ry  thing, 

Which  well  court-cards  they  name  ;  1 5 

And,   ftateiman-like,   calls  in  the  king 

To  help  out  a  bad  game  : 
But,  if  the  parties  manage  ill, 
The  king  is  force'd  to  loft  Codille,  &c. 

IV. 
When  two  and  two  were  met  of  old,  20 

Though  they  ne'er  meant  to  marry, 
They  were  in  Cupid's  books  inroll'd, 

And  call'd  a  party  quaree  : 
But  now,  meet  when  and  where  you  will, 
A  party  quaree  is  Quadrille ^  &c.  25  \ 

V.  The 
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y. 

The  commoner,  and  knight,  the  peer, 

Men  of  all  ranks  and  fame, 
Leave  to  their  \vi.ves  the  only  care 

To  propagate  their  name ; 

And  well  that  duty  they  fulfil,  30 

When  the  good  hu {band's  at  QitzdriHe,  &c. 

VI. 
When  patients  lie  in  piteous  cafe, 

In  comes  th'  apothecary  ; 
And  to  the  doctor  cries,  alas  ! 

Non  debts  quadrillarc,  35 

The  patient  dies  without  a  pill ; 
For  why  ?  the  doctor's  at  ^tadrille^  &c. 

VII. 
Should  France  and  Spain  again  grow  loud, 

The  Mufcovite  grow  louder ; 
Britain,  to  curb  her  neighbours  proud,  40 

Would  want  both  ball  and  powder; 
Muft  want  both  fword  and  gun  to  kill ; 
For  why  ?  the  sen'ral's  at  Quadrille^  &c. 

vnr. 

The  King  of  late  drew  forth  his  fword, 

(Thank  God  'twas  not  in  wrath),  ^<- 

And  made  of  many  a  Tquire  and  lord 
An  unwaili'd  Knight  of  Bath  : 

What  are  their  feats  of  arms  and  (kill  ? 

They're  but  nine  parties  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

IX. 

A  party  late  at  Cambray  met,  ^o 

Which  drew  all  Europe's  eyes  ; 
'Twas  call'd  in  Poftboy  and  Gazette 

The  quadruple  allies  : 
But  fome  body  took  fomething  ill, 
So  broke  this  party  at  Quadrille,  &c.  55 


X.  And 
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X. 

And  now  Gocl  fave  this  noble  realm, 

And  God  fave  eke  Hanover ; 
And  God  fave  thofe  who  hold  the  helm, 

When  as  the  King  goes  over  : 

But  let  the  King  go  where  he  will,  60 

His  fubjects  muft  play  at  Quadrille'} 
Quadrille i  Quadrille ,  &c. 


*    M    O    L    L   Y      MO    G. 

O    R, 

The  FAIR  MAID  of  the  Inn  f. 

i 

O  Ays  my  uncle,  I  pray  you  difcover 
^  What  hath  been  the  caufe  of  your  woes, 
Why  you  piue,  and  you  whine,  like  a  lover  ? 
I've  feen  Molly  Mog  of  the  Rofe. 

0  nephew  !  your  grief  is  but  folly  ;  ^ 
In  town  you  may  find  better  prog  ; 

Half  a  crown  there  will  get  you  a  Molly, 
A  Molly  much  better  than  Mog. 

1  know  that  by  wits  'tis  recited, 

That  women  at  beft  are  a  clog :  10 

But  I'm  not  fo  eafily  frighted 

From  loving  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

•f-  Th'i  Rofe-inn  at  Ockingham  in  Berkshire. 

The 
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The  fchoolboy's  defire  is  a  play-day  ; 

The  fchoolmafter's  joy  is  to  flog  ; 
The  milk-maid's  delight  is  on  May-day ;  15 

But  mine  is  on  fvveet  Molly  Mog. 

Wiil-o'-wifp  leads  the  traveller  a-gadding 
Thro'  ditch  and  thro'  quagmire  and  bog : 

But  no  light  can  fet  me  a- madding, 

Like  the  eyes  of  my  fweet  Molly  Mog.  20 

For  guineas  in  other  mens  breeches 

Your  gamefters  \viil  palm  and  will  cog  : 

But  I  envy  them  none  of  their  riches, 
So  I  may  win  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

The  heart,  when  half  wounded.,  is  changing,        25 

It  here  and  there  leaps  like  a  frog  : 
But  my  heart  can  never  be  ranging, 

'Tis  fo  iix'd  upon  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

Who  follows  all  ladies  of  pleafure, 

In  pleafure  is  thought  but  a  hog  :  3$ 

All  tjie  fex  cannot  give  fo  good  meafure 

Of  joys,  as  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

•  I  feel  I'm  in  love  to  diftraction, 

My  fenfes  all  loft  in  a  fog  ; 

And  nothing  can  give  fatisfaction  35 

But  thinking  of  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

A  letter  when  I  am  inditing, 

Comes  Cupid  and  gives  me  a  jog ; 
And  I  fill  all  the  paper  with  writing 

Of  nothing  but  fweet  Molly  Mog.  40 

If  I  would  not  give  up  the  three  Graces, 

I  wifli  I  were  hang'd  like  a  dog, 
And  at  court  all  the  drawing-room  faces, 

For  a  glance  of  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

VOL.  VII.  Z  Thofe 
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Thofe  faces  want  nature  and  fpirit,  45 

And  feern  as  cut  out  of  a  log: 
Juno,  Venus,  and  Palias's  merit 

Unite  in  my  fweet  Molly  ?'1og. 

Thofe  who  toaft  all  the  family  royal 

In  bumpers  of  hogan  and  no?..  50 

Have  hearts  not  more  true  or  ^nore  loyal 

Than  mine  to  my  fwe-r.  ojully  Mog. 


Were  Virgil  alive  with  bis  Phiilis, 

And  writing  another  eclogue  ; 
J3oth  his  Phillis  and  fair  Amaryllis  55 

He'd  give  up  for  fwcet  Molly  Mog. 

When  fhe  fmiles  on  each  gueft,  like  her  liquor, 

Then  jealoufy  fets  me  agog  ; 
To  be  fure  {he's  a  bit  for  the  vicar, 

And  fo  I  fhall  lofe  Molly  Mog.  60 


*  A  new  SONG  of  new  SIMILES. 

MY  paffion  is  as  muftard  ftrong; 
I  fit  all  fober  fad, 
Drunk  as  a  piper  all  day  long, 
Or  like  a  March  hare  mad. 

Round  as  a  hoop  the  bumpers  flow ; 

I  drink,  yet  can't  forget  her; 
For,  though  as  Drunk  as  David's  fow, 

I  love  her  ftill  the  better. 


Pert 
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Pert  as  a  pear-monger  I'd  be, 

If  Molly  were  but  kind  ;  10 

Cool  as  a  cucumber  could  fee 

The  reft  of  woman-kind. 

Like  a  ftuck  pig  I  gaping  ftare, 

And  eye  her  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Lean  as  a  rake  with  fighs  and  care,  1 5 

Sleek  as  a  moufe  before. 

Plump  as  a  partridge  was  I  known, 

And  foft  as  filk  my  Ikin  ; 
My  cheeks  as  fat  as  butter  grown  ; 

But  as  a  groat  now  thin !  2O 

I,  melancholy  as  a  cat, 

Am  kept  awake  to  weep ; 
But  (he,  infenfible  of  that, 

Sound  as  a  top  can  fleep. 

Hard  is  her  heart  as  flint  or  ftone  ;  25 

She  laughs  to  fee  me  pale, 
And  merry  as  a  grig  is  grown, 

And  brilk  as  bottled  ale. 

The  god  of  love,  at  her  approach, 

Is  bufy  as  a  bee  !  30 

Hearts  found  as  any  bell  or  roach, 

Are  fmit,  and  figh  like  me. 

Ah  me !  as  thick  as  hops  or  hail, 

The  fine  men  croud  about  her : 
But  foon  as  dead  as  a  door-nait  3$ 

Shall  I  be,  if  without  her. 

Strait  as  my  leg  her  fhape  appears ; 

O  were  we  join'd  together  ! 
My  heart  would  be  fcot  free  from  cares, 

And  lighter  than  a  feather.  40 

Z  2  As 
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As  fine  as  fivepence  is  her  mien  ; 

No  drum  was  ever  tighter; 
Her  glance  is  as  the  razor  keen, 

And  not  the  fun  is  brighter. 

As  foft  as  pap  her  kiiTes  are  ;  45 

Methinks  I  tafte  them  yet  ; 
Brown  as  a  berry  is  her  hair, 

Her  eyes  as  black  as  jet. 


fmooth  as  glafs,  as  white  as  curds, 
Her  pretty  hand  invites  :  $o 

Sharp  as  a  needle  are  her  words  ; 
Her  wit  like  pepper  bites. 

Brifk  as  a  body  loufe  fhe  trips, 

Clean  as  a  penny  dreft  ; 
Sweet  as  a  rofe  her  breath  and  lips,  55 

Round  as  the  globe  her  breaft. 

Full  as  an  egg  was  I  with  glee, 

And  happy  as  a  king  ; 
Good  Lord  !  how  all  men  envy'd  me  ! 

She  lov'd   like  any  thing.  **:  60 

But  falfe  as  hell,  fhe,  like  the  wind, 

Change'd  as  her  fex  muft  do  ; 
Though  feeming  as  the  turtle  kind, 

And  like  the  gofpel  true. 

If  I  and  Molly  could  anree,  65 

Let  who  would  takv       'u! 
Great  as  an  emp'ror  fhould  I  be, 

And  richer  than  a  Jew. 

Till  you  grow  tender  as  a  chick, 

I'm  dull  as  any  poft  :  7° 

Let  us  like  burs  together  ftick, 

And  warm  as  any  toaft. 

You'll 
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You'll  know  me  truer  than  a  dve, 

.       •* 

And  willi  me  better  fped, 

Flat  as  a  flounder  when  I  lie,  75 

And  as  a  herring  dead. 

Sure  as  a  gun,  fhe'll  drop  a  tear, 

And  iigh  perhaps,  and  wifh, 
When  I  am  rotten  as  a  pear, 

And  mute  as  anv  fifli. 


*NEWGATE's    GARLAND. 

Being  a  new  Ballad,  {hewing  how  Mr.  Jonathan 
Wild's  throat  was  cut  from  ear  to  ear  with  a 
penknife,  by  Mr.  Blake,  alias  Eluelkin,  the  bold 
highwayman,  as  he  flood  at  his  trial  in  the  Old 
Bailey,  1725. 

To  the  tone  of  the  Cutpurfe*- 

I. 

YE  gallants  of  Newgate,  whofe  fingers  are  nice 
In  diving  in  pockets,  or  cogging  of  dice  ; 
Ye  fharpers  fo  rich,  who  can  buy  off  the  noofe  ; 
Ye  honefter  poor  rogues,  who  die  in  your  fhoes,, 
Attend  and  draw  near,  5 

Good  news  ye  fhall  hear, 
How  Jonathan's  throat  was  cut  from  ear  to  ear, 
How  Blueikin's  fliarp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe; 
And  ev'ry  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

II. 

When  to  the  old  Bailey  this  Bluefkin  was  led,      10 
He  held  up  his  hand  ;  his  indictment  was  read  ; 

Z  3  Loud 
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Loud  rattled  his  chains  ;  near  him  Jonathan  flood  ', 
For  full  forty  pounds  was  the  price  of  his  blood. 

Then,  hopelefs  of  life, 

He  drew  his  penknife,  1 5 

And  made  a  fad  widow  of  Jonathan's  wife. 
But  forty  pounds  paid  her,  her  grief  ihall  appeafe  ; 
Arid  ev'ry  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

III. 

Some  fay  there  are  courtiers  of  higheii  renown, 
Who  fteal  the  King's  gold,  and   leave  him  but  a 
crown :  2O 

Some  lay  there  are  peers,  and  fome  parliament-men, 
Who  meet  once  a-year  to  rob  courtiers  agen. 

Let  them  all  take  their  fwing 

To  pillage  the  King, 

And  get  a  blue  ribband  instead  of  a  ftring.  25 

Now  Blueikin's  {harp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe  ; 
And  ev'ry  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

IV. 

Knaves  of  old,  to  hide  guilt  by  their  cunning  inven- 
tions, 

Caird  briberies  grants,  and  plain  robberies  penfions ; 
Phyiicians  and  lawyers  (who  take  their  degrees  30 
To  be  learned  rogues)  call'd  their  pilfering  fees. 

Since  this  happy  day 

Now  ev'ry  man  may 

Rob  (as  fafe  as  in  office)  upon  the  highway. 
For  Blueikin's  {harp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe ;  35 
And  ev'ry  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

V. 

Some  cheat  in  the  cuftoms,  fome  rob  the  excife; 
But  he  who  robs  both  is  efteemed  moft  wife. 
Churchwardens,  too  prudent  to  hazard  the  halter, 
As  yet  only  venture  to  fteal  from  the  altar.  40 

But  now  to  get  gold, 

They  may  be  more  bold, 

And  rob  on  the  highway,  mice  Jonathan's  cold  : 
For  Blueikin's  fharp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe; 
And  ev'ry  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe.    45 

Some 


o 
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VI. 

Some  by  public  revenues,  which  pafs'd  thro'  their 

hands, 

Have  purchas'd  clean  houfes,  and  bought  dirty  lands: 
Some  to  fteal  from  a  charity  think  it  no  fin, 
Which  at  home  (fays  the  proverb)  does  always  begin. 

But,  if  ever  you  be  50 

Affign'd  the  truftee, 

Treat  not  orphans  like  m  afters  of  the  chancery  ; 
But  take  the  highway,  and  more  honeftly  feize  ; 
For  ev'ry  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 

VII. 

What  a  pother  has  here  been  \vith  Wood  and  his 
brafs  !  55 

Who  would  modeftly  make  a  few  halfpennies  pafs  ! 
The  patent  is  good,  and  the  precedent's  old, 
For  Diomede  changed  his  copper  for  gold  : 

But  if  Ireland  defpife 

The  new  halfpennies,  60 

With  more  fafety  to  rob  on  the  road  I  advife  : 
For  Blueikin's  fharp  penknife  hath  fet  thee  at  eafe  ; 
And  ev'ry  man  round  me  may  rob,  if  he  pleafe. 


ioi  101  101  i 

PROMETHEUS. 

On  Wood  *  the  patentees  Irifh  halfpence, 
Written  in  the  year  1724. 

I. 

A  S  when  the  'fquire  and  tinker,  Wood, 
"*•  •*•   Gravely  confulting  Ireland's  good, 
Together  mingled  in  a  mafs 
Smith's  duft  and  copper,  lead  and  brafs  ; 

*  See  an  account  of  Wood's  project  in  the  Drapier's  letters,  vol.  3. 

The 
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The  mixture  thus  by  chymic  art  $ 

United  clofe  in  ev'ry  part, 

In  fillets  roll'd,  or  cut  in  pieces, 

Appear'd  like  one  continu'd  fpecies  ; 

And  by  the  forming  engine  ftruck, 

On  all  the  fame  impreffion  ftuck  :  10 

So,  to  confound  this  hated  coin, 
All  parties  and  religions  join  ; 
Whigs,  Tories,  Trimmers,  Hanoverians, 
Quakers,  Conformifts,  Prefbyterians, 
Scotch,  Irifh,  Englifh,  French,  unite,  15 

With  equal  int'reft,  equal  fpite  ; 
Together  mingled  in  a  lump, 
Do  all  in  one  opinion  jump  ; 
And  ev'ry  one  begins  to  find 
The  fame  impreffion  on  his  mind.  20 

A  ftrange  event !  whom  gold  incites 
To  blood  and  quarrels,   brafs  unites : 
So,  goldfmiths  fay,  the  coarfeft  ftuff 
Will  ferve  for  folder  well  enough : 
So,  by  the  kettle's  loud  alarm,  25 

The  bees  are  gather'd  to  a  fwarm ; 
So,  by  the  brazen  trumpet's  blufter, 
Troops  of  all  tongues  and  nations  mufler : 
And  fo  the  harp  of  Ireland  brings 
Whole  crouds  about  its  brazen  firings.  30 

II. 

There  is  a  chain  let  down  from  Jove, 
But  faften'd  to  his  throne  above, 
So  ftrong,  that  from  the  lower  end, 
They  fay,  ail  human  things  depend. 
This  chain,  as  ancient  poets  hold,  35 

When  Jove  was  young,  was  made  of  gold, 
Prometheus  once  this  chain  purloin'd, 
Diflblv'd,  and  into  money  coin'd  ; 
Then  Whips  me  on  a  chain  of  brafs . 
(Venus  was  brib'd  to  let  it  pafs  *).  40 

*  A  great  lady  <was  faid  to  have  been  bribed  by  Wood, 

Now, 
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Now,  while  this  brazen  chain  prevail'd, 
Jove  faw  that  all  devotion  fail'd  ; 
No  temple  to  his  godfhip  rais'd  ; 
No  facrifice  on  altars  blaz'd  ; 

In  fliort,  fuch  dire  confuiion  follow'd,  45 

Earth  muft  have  been  in  chaos  fwallow'd. 
Jove  ftood  arnaz'd  ;  but,  looking  round, 
With  much  ado  the  cheat  he  found ; 
'Twas  plain  he  could  no  longer  hold, 
The  world  in  any  chain  but  gold  ;  50 

And  to  the  god  of  wealth,  his  brother, 
Sent  Mercury  to  get  another. 

Prometheus  on  a  rock  is  laid, 
Ty'd  with  a  chain  himfelf  had  made, 
On  icy  Caucafus  to  fhiver,  55 

While  vultures  eat  his  growing  liver. 

III. 

Ye  pow'rs  of  Grubftreet,  make  me  able 
Difcreetly  to  apply  this  fable  ; 
Say,  who  is  to  be  underftood 

By  that  old  thief  Prometheus  ?  Wood.  60 

For  Jove,  it  is  not  hard  to  guefs  him ; 
I  mean  his  Majefty,   God  blefs  him. 
The  thief  and  blackfmith  was  fo  bold, 
He  ftrove  to  fteal  that  chain  of  gold 
Which  links  the  fubjecVto  the  king,  65 

And  change  it  for  a  brazen  firing. 
But  fure,  if  nothing  elfe  muft  pafs 
Between  the  king  and  us,  but  brafs, 
Although  the  chain  will  never  crack, 
Yet  our  devotion  may  grow  flack.  70 

But  Jove  will  foon  convert,  I  hope. 
This  brazen  chain  into  a  rope ; 
With  which  Prometheus  fhall  be  ty'd, 
And  high  in  air  for  ever  ride ; 
Where,  if  we  find  his  liver  grows  75 

For  want  of  vultures,  we  have  crows. 


*  STREPHON 
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*  STREPHON  and  FLAVIA, 

•UT1TH  ev'ry  lady  in  the  land 

boft  Strephon  kept  a  pother  ; 
One  year  he  languifh'd  for  one  hand, 

And  next  year  for  the  other. 
Yet  when  his  love  the  fhepherd  told  5 

To  Flavia  fair  and  coy, 
Referv'd,  demure,  than  fnow  more  cold, 

She  fcorn'd  the  gentle  boy. 
Late  at  a  ball  he  own'd  his  pain  : 

She  blufh'd,  and  frown'd,   and  fwore,  10 

With  all  the  marks  of  high  difdain, 

She'd  never  hear  him  more. 
The  fwain  pedifted  ftill  to  pray, 

The  nymph  ftill  to  deny  ; 
At  laft  Ihe  vow'd  fhe  would  not  flay  ;  I  j 

He  fwore  me  ihould  not  fly. 
Enrag'd  {he  call'd  her  footman  ftrait, 

And  rufh'd  from  out  the  room. 
Drove  to  her  lodging,  lock'd  the  gate, 

And  lay  with  Ralph  at  home. 


C    O    R    I    N    N    A. 

Written  in  the  year  1712. 

rTlHIS  day,   (the  year  I  dare  not  tell) 
•*•    Apollo  play'd  the  midwife's  part  ; 
Into  the  world  Corinna  fell, 

And  he  endow  'd  her  with  his  art  ; 

But 
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But  Cupid  with  a  Satyr  comes  ;  5 

Both  Ibftly  to  the  cradle  creep 
Both  ftroke  her  hands,   and  rub  her  gums, 

While  the  poor  child  lay  fall:  afleep. 
Then  Cupid  thus  :  This  little  maid 

Of  love  fhall  always  fpeak  and  write  :  10 

And  I  pronounce  (the  Satyr  faid) 

The  world  fhall  feel  her  f cratch  and  bite. 
Her  talent  fhe  difplay'd  betimes ; 

For  in  twice  twelve  revolving  moons 
She  feem'd  to  laugh  and  fquall  in  rhymes,  1 5 

And  all  her  geftures  were  lampoons. 
At  lix  years  old  the  fubtle  jade 

Stole  to  the  pantry-door,  and  found 
The  butler  with  my  Lady's  maid  ; 

And  you  may  fwear  the  tale  went  round,         20 
She  made  a  fong  how  little  Mifs 

Was  kifs'd  and  flobber'd  by  a  lad  ; 
And  how  when  Mafter  went  to  p , 

Mifs  came,    and  peep'd  at  all  he  had. 
At  twelve  a  wit  and  a  coquette  ;  25 

Marries  for  love,  half  whore,  half  wife  : 
Cuckolds,  elopes,  and  runs  in  debt  ; 

Turns  auth'rels,  and  is  Curll's  for  life. 
Her  common-place  book  all  gallant  is, 

Of  fcandal  now  a  cornucopia  ;  30 

She  pours  it  out  in  Atalantis  *, 

Or  memoirs  of  the  New  Utopia. 

*  The  Atlantis  was  written  by  Mrs.  Maiiley  ;  and  may  be  confi- 
der~d  as  a  pander  for  the  flews,  who  gains  admvtarce  into  good  com- 
by  a  genteel  appearance,  and  good  addrefs. 


*  The 
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The        U  I  D  N  U  N  C  K  I  S. 


A   TALE  occasioned  by  the  death  of  the  Duke 
Regent  of  FRANCE. 

TTOW  vain  are  mortal  man's  endeavours  ! 

1X  (Said  at  Dame  Elieot's  f,  Mr.  T s)  ; 

Good  Orleans  dead  !  in  truth  'tis  hard  : 
Oh  !  may  all  ftatefmen  die  prepar'd  ! 
I  do  forefee    (and  for  fore-feeing 
He  equals  any  man  in  being) 
The  army  ne'er  can  be  difbanded. 
—I  wilh  the  King  were  fafely  landed. 
Ah  friends  !  great  changes  threat  the  land  ! 
All  France  and  England  at  a  ftand  ! 

O 

There's  Mero\veis — mark  !  ftran'cte  work  ! 

C? 

And  there's  the  Czar,  and  there's  the  Turk * 

The  Pope — An  India  merchant  by 
Cut  iliort  the  fpeech  with  this  reply. 

All  at  a  Hand?   you  fee  great  changes  !  15 

Ah,   bir  !  you  never  faw  the  Ganges  : 
There  dwells  the  nation  of  Quidnunckis, 
(So  Monomotapa  calls  monkies) : 
On  either  bank,  from  bough  to  bough, 
They  meet  and  chat  (as  we  may  now)  : 
Whifpers  go  round,  they  grin,  they  ilirug, 
They  bow,   they  fnarl,  they  fcratch,    they  hug  ; 
And,  juft  as  chance  or  whim  provoke  them, 
They  either  bite  their  friends,  or  ftroke  them. 

There  have  I  feen  fome  active  prig,  25 

To  ihew  his  parts,  beflride  the  twig  ; 

f  A  ccJlee  houf.-  near  S:.  Tarr.es's. 

Lord  ! 
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Lord  '  how  the  chatt'ring  tribe  admire  ! 

Not  that  he's  wifer,   but  he's  higher  ; 

All  long  to  try  tlie  vent'rous  thing, 

(For  povv'r  is  but  to  have  one  iwing).  30 

From  fide  to  ikie  he  fprings,  he  fpurns, 

And  bangs  his  foes  and  friends  by  turns. 

Thus  as  in  giddy  freaks  he  bounces, 

Crack  goes  the  twig,  and  in  he  flounces  ! 

Down  the  fwift  ftream  the  wretch  is  borne  j          35 

Never,   ah  never,  to  return  ! 

els.!   what  a  fall  had  our  dear  brother  ? 

Morbleu  \   cries  one,  and  Dumme,    t'other. 

The  iv.i do  11  gives  a  gen'ral  fcreech  ; 

None  cocks  his  tail,  none  claws  his  breech ;          4-3 

Each  trembles  for  the  public  weal, 

And  for  a  while  forgets  to  fteal. 

A  while  all  eyes  intent  and  fteddy 
Purfue  him  whirling  down  the  eddy. : 
But,  out  of  mind  when  out  of  view, 
Some  other  mounts  the  twig  anew; 
And  bus'nefs,  on  each  monkey  fhore, 
l\uns  the  fame  track  it  run  before. 


AY    and    NO:    A    FABLE. 


I 


N  fable  all  things  hold  difcourfe  ; 

Then  words,   no  doubt,  muft  talk  of  courie. 
^  Once  on  a  time,  nenr  Channel-row  f, 
Two  hoftile  adverb.%  Ay  and  No, 

f   Channel  row  is  a  dirty  ftreet  near  the  parliamer.t-houi'e   Weft- 
mi  nftcr. 

VOL.  VII.  A  a  \7erc 
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Were  haft'ning  to  the  field  of  fight,  r 

.And  front  to  front  ftood  oppoike. 

Before  each  gen'ral  join'd  the  van, 

Ay,  the  more  courteous  knight,   began  -. 

Stop,  peevifli  particle,  beware  ! 
I'm  told  you  are  not  fuch  a  bear,  10 

But  fometimes  yield,  when  offer'd  fair. 
Suffer  yon  folks  a  while  to  tattle  ; 
'Tis  we  who  muft  decide  the  battle. 
"Whene'er  we  war  on  yonder  fta^e 
With  various  fate,  and  equal  rage,  15 

The  nation  trembles  at  each  blow, 
That  No  gives  Ay,    and  Ay  gives  No  : 
Yet  in  expenfive  long  contention 
We  gain  nor  office,  grant,   or  penfion  : 
Why  then  fhould  kinsfolks  quarrel  thus  ?  20 

(For  two  of  you  make  one  of  us  *).- 
To  fome  wile  ftatefman  let  us  go, 
Where  each  his  proper  ufe  may  know  : 
He  may  admit  two  fuch  commanders, 
And  make  thofe  wait  who  ferv'd  in  Flanders.        25 
Let's  quarter  on  a  great  man's  tongue, 
A  treasiy-lord,  not  Mr.  Y~  ---  g. 
Obfequious  at  his  high  command 
Ay  ihall  march  forth  to  tax  the  land. 
Impeachments  No  can  beft  refill,  30 

And  Ay  fupport  the  civil  lift  : 
Ay  quick  as  Csefar  wins  the  clay,; 
And  No,  like  Fabms,  by  delay. 
Sometimes  in  mutual  fly  difguife, 
Let  Ay's  feem  No's,  and  No's  fesm  Ay's  ;  35 

Ay's  be  in  court's  denials  meant, 
And  No's  in  biftiops  give  confent. 

Thus  .-.y  proposal  —  -and  for  reply 
No  for  the  firft  time  anfwer'd  Ay, 
They  parted  with  a  thoufand  kiiles, 
And  fight  e'er  iince  for  pay,  like  Swifies. 


In  Entrlifh  two  negatives  make  ar, 

PHILLIS  j 


MISCELLANIES  IN  VERSE.  279 


P     II     1     L     L     I     S; 

OR, 
The    PROGRESS    of    LOVE. 

Writfen  in   the  year  1716, 

T"\Efponding  Phillis  was  ersdu'd 

^^  With  ev'ry  talent  :p£  a  prude  ; 

She  trembled  \vlien  a  man  drew  near; 

Salute  her,  and  ihe  turn'd  her  ear  ; 

If  o'er  againft  her  you  were  place'd,  j 

She  durft  not  look  above  her  waifl  : 

She'd  rather  take  you  to  her  bed, 

Then  let  you  fee  her  drefs  her  head  : 

In  church  you  hear  her,   through  the  croud, 

Ilepeat  the  abfolution  loud  :  10 

In  church  fecure  behind  her  fan, 

She  durft  behold  that  monfter  man  ; 

There  practised  how  to  place  her  head, 

And  bit  her  lips  to  make  them  red  ; 

Or  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneeling,  I  ~ 

Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling, 

And  heave  her  bofom  unaware, 

For  neighb'ring  beaux  to  fee  it  bare,  . 

At  length  a  lucky  lover  carne, 

O  j 

And  found  admittance  to  the  dame.  2O 

Suppofe  all  parties  now  agreed, 

The  writings  drawn,   the  lawyer  fee'd, 

The  vicar  and  the  ring  befpoke  : 

Guefs,  how  could  fuch  a  match  be  broke  ? 

A  a  2  See 
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See  then  what  mortal?  place  their  blifs  in  [  25 

Next  morn  betimes  the  bride  was  milling  : 

The  mother  fcream'd,  the  father  chid  ; 

Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 

No  news  of  Phil  !   the  bridegroom  came, 

And  thought  his  bride  had  ikulk'd  for  fhame ;    30 

Becaufe  her  father  us'd  to  fay, 

The  girl  had  fuch  a  baihful  way. 

Now  John  the  butler  muft  be  fent 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phillis  went. 
The  groom  was  wifrfd  to  faddle  Crop  ;  35 

For  John  mutt  neither  light  norftop, 
But  find  her,  wherefoe'r  fhe  fled, 
And  bring  her  back,   alive  or  dead. 

See  here  again  the  devil  to  do ; 

For  truly  John  was  miffing  too  :  40 

The  horfe  and  pillion  both  were  gone  1 
Phillis,  it  feems,  wasfled  with  John. 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
What  papers  Phil  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  on  the  toilet  fees,  45 

To  my  much  honour 'd  father tliefe. 

('Tis  iilwavs  done,    romances  tell  us, 

When  daughters  run  away  wiih  fellows), 

Fill'd  with  the  choice. rt  common  places, 

By  others  us'd  in  the  like  cafes.  50 

*•'   That  long  ago  a  fortune-teller 

"  Exactly  faid  what  now  befel  her; 

"   And  i-i  a  glafs  had  made  her  fee 

"    A  f.:rung  m:m  of  low  degree. 

"  It  was  her  fate,  muft  be  forgiven  ;  55 

"  For  marriages  were  made  in  heaven  : 

Mis  pardon  begg'd  ;   but,    to  be  plain, 
"  She  do't,   if  'twere  to  do  again  : 
11  ']  hank'd  God,   'twas  neither  fharne  nor  fin  ; 
"  For  John  was  come  of  honeft  kin,  60 

Love  never  thinks  of  rich  and  poor  : 

She'd  beg  with  John  from  door  to  door. 

Forgive 


u 
if 
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if  Forgive  her,   if  it  be  a  crime  ; 

<c  She'll  never  do't  another  time. 

"  She  ne'er  before  in  all  her  life  65 

*'   Once  difobey'd  him,  maid  nor  wife. 

((  One  argument  me  fumm'd  up  all  in, 

*'  The  thing  was  done,  and  paft  recalling  ; 

*'  And  therefore  hop'd  ihe  ihould  recover 

t(  His  favour,  when  his  pafiion's  over.  70 

t(  bhe  valu'd  not  what  others  thought  her,  ' 

"   And  was his  moil  obedient  daughter." 

Fair  maidens,   all  attend  the  mufe, 
Who  now  the  wand'ring  pair  purities  : 
Away  they  rode  in  homely  fort,  7  ^ 

Their  journey  long,    their  money  iliort  ; 
The  loving  couple  well  bemir'd  ; 
rrhe  horfe  and  both  the  riders  tir'd  ; 
Their  victuals  bad,   their  lodging  worfe  ; 
Phil  crv'd,    and  "John  beeran  to  ctirfe  ;  80 

*  •/  r* 

Phil  wilh'd,   that  ihe  had  ftrain'd  a  limb, 
When  firft  ihe  ventur'd  out  with  him  ; 
John  wilh'd,  that  he  had  broke  a  leg, 
When  firft  for  her  he  quitted  Peg. 

But  what  adventures  more  befei  'em.  85- 

The  mufe  hath  now  no  time  to  tell  'em ; 
How  Johnny  wheedled,    threaten 'd,  fawn'd, 
Till  Phillis  all  her  trinkets  pawn'd  ; 
How  oft  fhe  broke  her  marriage-vows, 
In  kindnefs  to  maintain  her  fpoufe,  90 

Till  fwains  tmwholefome  fpoil'd  the  trade ; 
For  now  the  furgeons  mull  be  paid, 
To  whom  thofe  perquiiites  are  gone, 
In  Chriflian  juftice  due  to  John. 
When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  fcarce,  0/5 

Fate  put  a  period  to  the  farce, 
And  with  exact  poetic  juftice  ; 
For  John  is  landlord,   Philiis  hoftefs  : 
They  keep  at  Staines  the  Old  Blue  Boars 
Arc  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whore.  100 

A  a  -i  The 
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The    PROGRESS    of  POETRY. 
Written  in  the  year  1720. 

HPHE  farmer's  goofe,  who  in  the  {Kibble 
-*•    Has  fed  without  reftr^.int  or  trouble, 
Grown  fat  with  corn,  and  lilting  {till, 
Can  fcarce  get  o'er  the  barn-door  iill ! 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool  5 

Her  belly  in  the  neighb'ring  pool ; 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door  ; 
For  cackling  fhews  the  goofe  is  poor. 

But,  when  {he  mud  be  turivd  to  grafe, 
And  round  the  barren  common  drays,  I® 

Hard  exercife  and  harder  fare 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  {pare  : 
Her  body  light,  (he  tries  her  wings, 
And  fcorns  the  ground,    and  upward  fprings ; 
While  all  the  pariih,  as  {he  flies,  1 5 

Hear  founds  harmonious  from  the  Ikies. 

Such  is  the  poet  frefli  in  pay, 
(The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play)  ; 
His  morning  draughts  till  noon  can  {will 
Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill  •*•  2O 

With  good  roaft  beef  his  belly  full, 
Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull, 
Deep  funk  in  plenty  and  delight, 
Whnt  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight  ? 
Or  ftuff'd  with  phi  em  up  to  the  throat,  25 

What  poet  e'er  could  {ing  a  note  ? 
Nor  Pegafus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  .lie  high  cekftial  road  ; 

The 
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The  fteed,  opprefsYl,  would  break  his  girth 

To  raife  the  lumber  from  the  earth.  30 

But  view  him  in  another  fcene, 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrene, 
His  money  fpent,  his  patrons  fail,] 
His  credit  out  for  cheefe  and  ale  ; 
His  two  years  coat  fo  fmooth  and  bare,  35 

Through  ev'ry  thread  it  lets  in  air  ; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin'd, 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind  ; 
And,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race, 

His  flefh  brought  down  to  flying  cafe  :  40 

N  ow  his  exalted  fpirit  loaths 
Incumbrances  of  food  and  cioaths  ; 
And  up  he  rifes,   like  a  vapour, 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper  ; 
He  iinging  flies,  and  flying  fings,' 
While  from  below  all  Grubtlreet  rings. 


The  PROGRESS    of  BEAUTY. 


Written  in  the  year  1720. 


T  T  7  HEN  firft  Diana  leaves  her  bed, 

*  *     Vapours  and  fteams  her  looks  difgrace, 
A  frowzy  dirty-colour'cl  red 

Sits  on  her  cloudy  wrinkled  face  : 

But  by  degrees,  when  mounted  high,  5 

Her  artificial  face  appears 
Down  from  her  window  in  the  iky, 

Her  fpots  are  gone,   her  vifage  clears 

JT*      ' 

I  wixt 
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Twixt  earthly  females  and  the  rnoon 

j 

All  parallels  exactly  run  :  10 

If  Celia  fhould  appear  too  foon. 
Alas  the  nymph  would  be  undone ! 

To  fee  her  from  her  pillow  rife, 

All  reeking  in  a  cloudy  fceam, 
Crack'd  lips,   foul  teeth,   and  gummy  eyes,  i£ 

Poor  Strephon,  how  would  he  blafpheme  ! 

Three  colours,  black,  and  red,  and  white, 

So  graceful  in  their  proper  place, 
Remove  them  to  a  diff 'rent  lite, 

They  form  a  frightful  hideous  face  :  20 

For  infhmce,  when  the  lily  ikips 

Into  the  precincts  of  the  rofe, 
And  takes  poiTerlion  of  the  lips, 

Leaving  the  purple  to  the  nolc. 

So  Celia  went  entire  to  bed,  25 

All  her  complexion  Aife  and  found  ; 

But  when  fhe  rofe,    white,  black,   and  red, 
Though  ilill  in  fight,  had  change'd  their  ground, 

The  black,  which  would  not  be  confin'd, 

A  more  inferior  Ration  feeks,  30 

Leaving  the  fiery  red  behind, 

And  mingles  in  her  muddy  cheeks. 

But  Celia  can  with  eafe  reduce, 

By  help  of  pencil,  paint,   and  brufhy 

Each  colour  to  its  place  and  ufe,  3  - 

And  teach  her  cheeks  again  to  blufli. 

She  knows  her  early  felf  no  more  ; 
But  fill'd  with  admiration  ftands, 

^     \ 

As  other  painters  oft  adore 
The  workmanfhip  of  their  own  hands.  40 

Thus 
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Thus  after  four  important  hours, 

Celia's  the  wonder  of  her  fex  : 
Say,  which  among  the  heav'niy  pow'rs 

Could  caufe  fuch  marvellous  effects  2 

Venus,  indulgent  to  her  kind,  45 

'-.  :ive  women  all  their  hearts  could  wifh, 
When  fir  ft  fhe  taught  them  where  to  find 

O 

White  lead  and  Lulitanian  *  diih. 

Love  with  white  lead  cements  h's  wings  : 

White  lead  was  fent  us  to  repair  5© 

T\vo  brighter!-,  brittleft,  earthly  things, 
A  lady's  face,  and  China  ware. 

She  ventures  now  to  lift  the  fafh  ; 

The  wii  dow  is  her  proper  fphere  : 
Ah  lovely  nymph  I   be  not  too  raih,  55 

Nor  let  the  beaux  approach  too  near  : 

Take  pattern  by  your  fifter  Pear  ; 

Delude  at  once,  and  bids  our  fight; 
When  you  are  feen,  be  feen  froir;  •  >r, 

And  chiefly  chule  to  fhine  by  night.  6* 

But  art  no  longer  can  prevail, 

When  the  materials  all  are  gone; 
The  beft  machanic  hand  muft  fail, 

Where  nothing's  left  to  woik  upon. 

Matter,  as  wife  logicians  fay,  65 

C-mnot  without  a  form  mbfi'ft  ; 
And  fo.m,   fv.y  I,  as  well  as  they, 

Muft'  fail,   if  matter  brings  no  grift. 

And  this  is  fair  Diana's  cafe  ; 

For  all  aftrologers  maintain,  7© 


Each 
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Each  night  a  bit  drops  off  her  face, 
When  mortals  fay  ihe's  in  her  wane  : 

While  *  Partridge  wifely  fhews  the  caufe 
Efficient  of  the  moon's  decay, 

4       * 

That  Cancer  with  his  pois'nous  claws  75 

Attacks  her  in  the  milky  way  : 

But   Gadbury  *,  in  art  profound, 

From  her  pale  chetks  pretends  to  fhow, 

That  fwain  Ebdymiori  f  is  not  fci-nd, 

Or  clfe  that  Mercury's  her  fo<  .  80 

But,    let  the  caufe  be  what  it  will, 

In  half  a  month  fhe  looks  fo  thin, 
That  Flamftead  can,  with  all  his  Ikill, 

See  but  her  forehead  and  her  chin. 

Yet,  as  fhe  waftes,  fhe  grows  difcreet  85 

Till  midnight  never  (hews  her  head  : . 

So  rotting  Celia  ftrolls  the  ftreet, 
When  fober  folks  are  all  a-bed. 

For  fure,  if  this  be  Luna's  fate, 

Poor  Celia  but  of  mortal  race3  9© 

In  vain  expects  a  longer  date 

To  the  materials  of  her  face». 

When  Mercury  her  trefles  mows* 

To  think  of  black-lead  combs  is  vain  : 

No  painting  can  reftore  a  nofe.  95 

Nor  will  her  teeth  return  again. 

Ye  pow'rs  who  over  love  preflde  ! 

Since  mortal  beauties  drop  fo  foon, 
If  you  would  have  us  well  fupply'd, 

Send  us  new  nymphs  with  each  new  moon,     100 

*  Parti  ijge  and  Gadbnry  wrote  each  an  ephemeris. 
•f  Endymion,  a  young  (hepherd,   of  whom  Dia.ja  was  feigned  to  ba 
enamoured. 

PETIIOX 
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P  E  T  H  O  X     the     GREAT. 


Written  in  the  Year   1723. 

T7R.OM  Venus  born,  thy  beauty  {hows  ; 

JL      But  who  thy  father,   no  man  knows  : 

Nor  can  the  fkilful  herald  trace 

The  founder  of  thy  ancient  race  : 

Whether  thy  temper  full  of  fire,  5 

Difcovers  V  ulcan  for  thy  lire  ; 

The  god  who  made  Scarnander  boil, 

And  round  his  margin  iinge'd  the  foil, 

From  whence,  philofophers  agree, 

An  equal  pow'r  defcends  to  thee !-  IO 

Whether  from  dreadful  Mars  you  claim 

The  high  defcent  from  whence  you  came  ; 

And,  as  a  proof,  ihew  num'rous  fears 

By  fierce  encounters  made  in  wars, 

Thofe  honourable  wounds  you  bore  1 5 

From  head  to  foot,  and  all  before  ; 

And  full  the  bloody  field  frequent, 

Familiar  in  each  leader's  tent  : 

Or  whether,  as  the  learn' d  contend, 

You  from  the  neighb'ring  Gaul  defcend  ;  20 

Or  from  Parthenope  *  the  proud, 

Where  numberlefs  thy  vot'i  ies  croud  : 

Whether  thy  great  forefathers  came 

From  realms  that  bear  Veiputio's  name  ; 

-For  fo  conjecl'rcrs  would  obtrude,  Z5 

And  from  thy  painted  11; .in  conclude  : 

*  Naples. 

Whether 
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Whether,  as  Epicurus  {hows, 

The  world  from  juftling  feeds  arofc, 

Which,  mingling  with  prolific  ftrife 

In  chaos,  kindled  into  life  ;  3° 

So  your  production  was  the  fame, 

Aiul  from  contending  atoms  came. 

'I  hy  fair  indulgent  mother  crown 'd 
Thy  head  with  fparkling  rubies  round  : 
Beneath  thy  decent  fteps  the  road  35 

Is  all  with  precious  jewels  ftrow'd. 
The  bird  of  Pallas  *  knows  his  poft, 
Thee  to  attend,  \vhere-e 'er  thou  go 'ft. 

Byzantians  boaft,  that  on  the  clod 
Where  once  their  Sultan's  horfe  hath  trod,  40 

Grows  neither  grafs,   nor  fhrub,  nor  tree  : 
The  fame  thy  fubje&s  boaft  of  thee. 

The  greateft  lord,    when  you  appear, 
Will  deign  your  iivery  to  wear, 
In  all  the  various  colours  feen.  4? 

Of  red,  and  yellow,  blue,  and  green. 

With  half  a  word,  when  you  require, 
The  man  of  bus'nefs  muft  retire. 

The  hau^htv  minifter  of  ftate 

o        * 

With  trembling  muft  thy  leifure  wait ;  5° 

And,  while  his  fate  is  in  thy  hands, 
The  bus'nefs  of  the  nation  ftands. 

Thou  dar'ft  the  greateft  prince  attack, 
Canft  hourly  fet  him  on  the  rack, 
And,   as  an  inftance  of  thy  pow'r,  55 

Inclofe  him  in  a  wooden  tow'r  : 
With  pungent  pains  on  ev'ry  iide, 
So  Regulus  in  torments  dy'd. 

From  the^  our  youth  al!  virtues  learn, 
Dangers  with  prudence  to  difcern  ;  60 

And  well  thy  fcholars  are  endu'd 
With  temp'rance,   and  with  fortitude; 

*  Bu'.o,    the  owl. 
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With  patience,  which  all  ills  fupports  ; 
And  fecrecy,  the  art  of  courts. 

The  glitt'ring  beau  could  hardly  tell,  65 

Without  your  aid,  to  read  or  fpell; 
But  having  long  convers'd  with  you, 
Knows  how  to  write  a  billet-doux. 

With  what  delight,  methinks,    I  trace 
Your  blood  in  ev'ry  noble  race  ?  70 

In  whom  thy  features,  fhape,  and  mien 
Are  to  the  life  diftinclly  feen. 

The  Britons  once  a  favage  kind, 
By  you  were  brighten'cl  and  rcfin'd, 
Delcendants  of  the  barb'rous  Huns,  7^ 

With  limbs  robuft,  and  voice  that  ftuns  : 
But  you  have  molded  them  afreih, 
Remov'd  the  tough  fuperfuious  fleih, 
Taught  them  to  modulate  their  tongues, 
And  fpeak  without  the  help  of  lungs,  80 

Proteus  on  you  bcfrow'd  the  boon 
To  change  your  vifage  like  the  moon ; 
You  fometimes  half  a  face  produce, 
Keep  t'other  half  for  private  ui  j. 

How  fam'd  thy  conduct  in  the  light  8^ 

With  *  Hermes,  fon  of  Pleias  bright ! 
Outnumbered,  half  encompafs'd  round. 
You  ftrovc  for  ev'ry  inch  of  ground  ; 
Then,  by  a  foldierly  retreat, 

Ketir'd  to  your  imperial  feat.  90 

The  victor,  when  your  fteps  he  trace'd, 
Found  all  the  realms  before  him  wafte ; 
You,    o'er  the  high  triumphal  arch 
Pontific,   made  your  glorious  march  ; 
The  wondrous  arch  behind  you  fell,  95 

And  left  a  chafrn  profound  as  hell : 
You,  in  your  capitol  fecur'd, 
A  liege  as  long  as  Troy  endur'd. 

*   Mercury, 

VOL.  VII.  Bb  The 


290          MISCELLANIES  IN  VERSE. 

The     Lamentation    of    GLUJVID ALCLITCH 
for    tl.e  lofs  of  GUILD RI,G 

A     P  A  S  T  O  R  A  L. 


s 


GOON  as  Glumdalclitch  mifs'd  her  pleafing  care 

^  She  wept,  {lie  blubber  d,  and  {he  tore  her  hair  ; 

No  Briti(h,Mifs  fincerer  grief  has  known, 

Her  fquirrel  milling,   or  her  fparrow  flown. 

JL-he  furl'd  her  {ampler,  and  hawl'd  in  her  thread,    5 

And  ftuck  her  needle  into  Gril.drig's  bed  ; 

Then  fpread  her  hands,   and  with  a  bounce  let  fall 

lier  baby,  like  the  giant  in  Guildhall. 

In  peals  of  thunder  now  {lie  roars,   and  now 

She  gently  whimpers  like  a  lowing  cow  ;  10 

Yet  lovely  in  her  forrow  {till  appears : 

Her  locks  diilievell'd,  and  her  flood  of  tears, 

Seem  like  the  lofty  barn  of  fome  rich  rich  Iwain, 

When  from  the  thatch  drips  faft  a  fhow'r  of  rain. 

In  vain  {he  fearch'd  each  cranny  of  the  houfe,  1 5 
Each  gaping  chink,   impervious  to  a  moufe. 
*'  Was  it  for  this  (ilie  cry'd)  with  daily  care, 
<c   Within  thy  reach  I  fet  the  vinegar, 
"  And  fill'd  the  cruet  with  the  acid  tide, 
"   While  pepper-water  worms  thy  bait  fupply'd ;  20 
*'  Where  twin'd  the  illver  eel  around  thy  hook, 
"  And  all  the  little  monfters  of  the  brook  ! 
"  Sure  in  that  lake  he  dropt ;  my  Grilly's  drown'd ! " 
She  dragg'd  the  cruet,  but  no  Grildrig  found. 

^  See  Gulliver's  travels,  in   vol.  5. 

Vain 


;  i 
« 


ft 


t( 
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t(  Vain  is  thy  courage,  Grilly,  vain  thy  boaft  ;  25 
But  little  creatures  enterpriie  the  moft. 
Trembling,  I've  feen  thee  dare  the  kitten's  paw, 
Nay  mix  with  children,  as  they  play'd  at  taw, 
Nor  fear  the  marbles,  as  they  bounding  iiew: 
Marbles  to  them,  bat  rolling  rocks  to  you.       3?) 
"  Why  did  I  trull  thee  v/ith  that  giddy  youth  ? 
Who  from  a  page  can  ever  learn  the  truth  ? 
Vers'd  in  court-tricks,  that  money-loving  boy 
To  fome  lord's  daughter  ibid  the  living  toy. 

f~\  r* 

Or  rent  him  limb  from  limb  in  cruel  play,        3^ 
"  As  children  te?.r  the  wings  of  iiies  away. 
<f  From  place  to  place  o'er  Brobdingnag  111  roam, 
tf   And  never  will  return,   or  bring  thee  home. 
"  But  who  hath  eyes  to  trace  the  palling  wind  ? 
"  How  then  thy  fairy  footfteps  can  I  find  ?  40 

"  Doll  them  bewilder'd  wander  all  alone 
In  the  green  thicket  of  a  mofly  fuone  : 
Or,  tumbled  from  the  toadftool's  flipp'ry  -round, 
Perhaps  all  maim'd  lie  grov'ling  on  the  ground  ? 
"  Don:  thou,   imbofom'd  in  the  lovely  role  ?        45 
"  Or  funk  within  the  peach's  dow  repofe  ? 
"  Within  the  k'ing-cup  if  thy  limbs  are  fpread,1 
"  Or  in  the  golden  cov;  flip's  velvet  head. 
"  O  ihew  me,  Flora,  'midft  thofe  l\v-:ets,  theflow'r 
<e  Where  fleeps  my  Grildrig  in  his  fragrant  bow'r  ! 

"  But  ah  i  I  fear  thy.  little  fancy  roves  51 

c<  On  little  females,  and  on  little  loves  ; 
"  Thy  pigmy  children,  and  thy  tiny  fpoufe, 
"  The  baby  play-things  that  adorn  thy  houfe, 
"  Doors,  windows,  chimnies,  and  thefpacious  room', 
"  Equal  in  iize  to  cells  of  honey-combs  ;  c6 

"  Haft  thou  for  thefe  now  ventur'd  from  the  fhore, 
'*  Thy  bark  a  bean-ihell,  and  a  ilraw  thine  oar  ? 
"  Or  in  thy  box  now  bounding  on  the  main, 
C(  Shalt  I  ne'er  bear  thyfelf  and  houfe  again  ?         62 

And  fli  all  I  fet  thee  on  my  hand  no  more, 
"  To  ice  thee  leap  the  lines,  aifd  tnivcric  o'er 

B  b  2  4i 
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My  fpacious  palm  ?  of  ftature  fcarce  a  fpan, 

Mimic  the  actions  of  a  real  man  ? 

No  more  behold  thee  turn  my  watch's  key,      65 

As  feamen  at  a  capftern  anchors  weigh  ? 

How  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  with  cautious  tread, 

A  difh  of  tea,  like  milk-pail,  on  thy  head? 
(e  How  chafe  the  mite  that  bore  thy  cheefe  away, 
"  And  keep  the  rolling  maggot  at  a  bay  ?"          70 

She  faid  ;  but  broken  accents  ftopt  her  voice, 
Soft  as  the  fpeaking-trumpets  mellow  noife  ; 
She  fobb'd  a  ftorm,  and  wip'd  her  flowing  eyes, 
Which  feem'd  like  two  broad  funs  in  mifty  ikies. 
O  fquander  not  thy  grief!   thofe  tears  command  75" 
To  weep  upon  our  god  in  Newfoundland  : 
The  plenteous  pickle  fhall  preferve  the  fifh, 
And  Europe  tafte  thy  forrows  in  a  clifli. 


*  MARY  GULLIVER   to  Captain  LEMUEL 

GULLIVER. 


ARGUMENT. 

Captain,  fome  time  after  his  return,  being  retired 
to  Mr.  Sympfcrfs  in  the  country,  Mrs.  Gulliver, 
apprehending  f>  om  his  late  behaviour  fome  eftrange- 
rnent  of  his  affections,  writes  him  the  following 
expoftulating^  frothing,  and  tenderly -complaining 
cpiftle. 


T  TTElcome,  thrice  welcome,  to  thy  native  place  f 
—-"What,  touch  me  not  ?  what,  fliun  a  wife's 

embrace  ? 

Have  I  for  this  thy  tedious  abfence  borne, 
And  wak'd  and  wifh'd  whole  nights  for  thy  return  ? 

In 
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In  five  long  years  I  took  no  feconcl  fpoufc  ;  5 

What  Redrilr  \vife  To  long  hath  kept  her  vows  ? 
"Your  eves,  your  noie,  inconftancy  betrav  ; 

rf  7    J  '  *  *     ' 

xour  noie  you  ftop,  your  eyes  you  turn  away. 
'Tis  faid,  that  thou  ihouldft  cleave  nnto  tly  tvift; 
Once  thou  didft  cleave,  and  I  could  cleave  for  life.  10 
Hear,  and  relent!  hark  how  thy  children  moan! 
Be  kind  at  leaft  to  thele  ;  they  are  thy  own  : 
Be  bold,   and  count  them  ail  ;   fecure  to  find 
The  honeft  number  that  you  left  behind. 
See  how  they  pat  thee  with  their  pretty  paws  ?      i  C 
Why  ft.irt  you  ?  are  they  fnakcs  ?  or  have:  they  claws : 
Thy  Chriftian  feed,  our  mutual  flclh  and  bone  : 
Be  kind  at  leaft  to  thefe,  they  are  thy  own. 

Biddcl  *,  like  thee,  might  far  the  ft  India  rove  ; 
He  change'd  his  country,  but  retnin'd  his  love.    z* 
There's  Captain  Fennel  *  abfent  half  his  life, 
Comes  back,  and  is  the  kinder  to  his  wire. 
Yet  Pennel's  wife  is  brown,  compar'd  to  me, 
And  Mrs.  Biddel  lure  is  fifty-three. 

Not  touch  me !  never  neighbour  call'd  me  flirt :  25 
Was  Flimnap's  dame  more  fweet  m  Lilliput? 
I've  no  red  hair  to  breathe  an  odious  fume ; 
At  leaft  thy  conforts  cleaner  than  thy  groom. 
Why  then  that  dirty  flable-boy  thy  care  ? 
What  mean  thole  viiits  to  thy  forrei  irare?          3$ 
Say,  by  what  witchcraft,  or  what  daemon  led,. 
Preferr'ft  thou  Utter  to  the  marriage-bed! 

Some  fay  the  devil  himfelf  is  in  that  mare  : 
If  fo,  our  Dean  fliall  drive  him  forth  by  pray'r. 
Some  think  you  mad,  fome  think  you  are  polTefi:,  3  $ 
That  Bedlam  and  clean  ftraw  will  fuit  you  befr. 
Vain  means,  alas,  this  frenzy  to  appeaie ! 
That  ftraw,  that  ftraw  would  heighten  the  difeafs. 

My  bed  (the  fcene  of  all  our  former  joys, 
Witnefs  two  lovely  girls,  two  lovely  boys) 

*  Names  of  the  Tea- captains  mentioned  in  Gulliver's  travel. 
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Alone  I  prefs ;  in  dreams  I  call  my  dear, 
[  ftretch  my  hand  ;   no  Gulliver  is  there  ! 
I  wake,  I  rife,  and,  fhiv'ring  with  the  froft, 
Search  all  the  houfc  ;   my  Gulliver  is  loft  ! 
Forth  in  the  ftreet  I  rufli  with  frantic  cries  ;          45 
The:  windows  open,  all  the  neighbours  rife ; 
"  Where  ilccps  my  Gulliver?  O  tell  me  where!" 
The  neighbours  anfwer,  (i  With  the  forrel  mare," 

At  early  morn  I  to  the  market  hafte, 
(Studious  in  ev'ry  thing  to  pleafe  thy  tafte) ;         50 
A  curious  fowl  and  fparagrafs  I  chofe, 
(For  I  remember  you  were  fond  of  thofe)  : 
Three  ihillinrs  coil  the  nrft.  the  laft  feven  groats  : 

<^s  J  ^J 

Sullen  you  turn  from  both,  and  call  for  oats. 

Others  bring  goods  and  treasures  to  their  lioufes, 
•Something  to  deck  their  pretty  babes  and  fpoufes:  56 
My  only  token  was  a  cup  like  horn, 
That's  made  of  nothing  but  a  lady's  corn. 
'Tis  not  for  that  I  grive  ;   no,  'tis  to  fee 
The  groom  and  forrel  mare  preferr'd  to  me !          60 

Thefe  for  fome  moments  when  you  deign  to  quit, 
And  (at  clue  diitance)  fweet  difcourfe  admit, 
7  Tis  all  my  pleafure  thy  paft  toil  to  know  ; 
For  pleas'd  remembrance  builds  delight  in  wo. 
At  ev'ry  danger  pants  thy  comfort's  breaft,  65 

And  gaping  infants  fquawl  to  hear  the  reft. 
How  did  I  tremble  when,  by  thoufands  bound, 
I  faw  thee  ftretch'd  on  Lilliputian  ground  ? 
When  fcaling  armies  climb'd  up  ev'ry  part, 
Each  llep  they  trod  I  felt  upon  my  heart,  70- 

But  when  thy  torrent  quench'd  the  dreadful  blaze, 
King,  Queen,  and  nation,  ftaring  with  amaze, 
Full  in  my  view  how  all  my  huiband  came  ! 
And  what  extinguifh'd  theirs,  increas'd  my  flame. 
Thofe  fpectacles  ordain  'd  thine  eyes  to  fave,         75, 
Were  once  my  prefent ;  love  that  armour  gave. 
How  did  I  mourn  at  Bolgolatn's  decree ! 
For  when  he  iign'd  thy  death,  he  fentence'd  me. 

Who! 
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•When  folks  might  fee  thee  all  the  country  round 
For  iix- pence,  Tel  have  giv'n  a  thptifand  pound.    80 
Lord  !  when  the  giant-babe  that  head  of  thine 
Got  in  his  mouth,  my  heart  was  up  in  mine  ! 
When  in  the  marrow-bone  I  fee  thee  ramm'd, 
Or  on  the  houfe-top  by  the  monkey  cramm'd, 
The  piteous  images  renew  my  pain,  85 

And  all  thy  dangers  I  weep  o'er  again. 
But  on  the  maiden's  nipple  when  you  rid, 
Pray  heav'n,  'twas  all  :i  wanton  maiden  did ! 
Glumdalclitch  too  ! — with  thee  I  mourn  her  cafe  : 
Heav'n  guard  the  gentle  girl  from  all  difgrace!      90 
O  may  the  king  that  one  neglect  forgive, 
And  pardon  her  the  fault  by  which  I  live ! 
Was  there  no  other  way  to  let  him  free  ! 
My  life,  alas !  I  fear,  prov'd  death  to  thee. 

O  teach  me,  dear,  new  words  to  fpeak  my  iiame  ! 
Teach  me  to  woo  thee  by  thy  beft-lov'd  name  !      0,6 
Whether  the  ftyle  of  Grildrig  pieafe  thee  moft, 
So  call'd  on  Brobdingnag's  ftupenduous  coali, 
When  on  the  monarch's  ample  hand  yen  fate, 
And  hollow 'd  in  his  ear  intrigues  of  ftate;         100 
Or  Quinbus  Fleftrin  more  endearment  brings, 
When  like  a  mountain  you  look'd  down  on  kings  : 
If  ducal  Nardac,  Lilliputian  peer, 
Or  Glumglum's  humbler  title  foothe  thine  ear: 
Nay,  would  kind  Jove  my  organs  fo  difpofe,       105 
To  hymn  harmonious  Houyhnhnm  thro'  the  nofe, 
I'd  call  the  Houyhnhnm,  that  high-founding  name; 
Thy  childrens  notes  all  fhould  twang  the  fame. 
So  might  I  find  my  loving  fpo^fe  of  courfe 
Endu'd  with  all  the  virtues  of  a  horfc.  no 
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*    To    QUINBUS     FLESTRIN,     the    MAN- 
MOUNTAIN; 

A  LILLIPUTIAN  ODE. 


'N  amaze 

Loft,  I  gaze ; 
Can  our  eyes 
Reach  thy  iize  ?- 

May  my  lays  5 

Swell  with  praife, 
Worthy  thee ! 
Worthy  me ! 
Mufe,  infpire 

All  thy  fire!  10 

Bards  of  old 
Of  him  told, 
When  they  faid, 
Atlas'  head 

Propt  the  ikies;  15 

See  !  and  believe  your  eyes ! 


- 


See  him  ftridc 
Valleys  wide, 
Over  woods, 

Over  floods!  20 

When  he  treads, 
Mountains  heads 
Groan  and  fhake; 
Armies  quake : 

Let 
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Let  his  fpurn  25 

Overturn 

Man  and  fteed: 
Troops,  take  heed ! 
Left  and  right, 

Speed  your  flight !  30 

Left  an  hoft 
Beneath  his  foot  be  loft. 

Turn'd  afide 
From  his  hyde 

Safe  from  wound  35 

Darts  rebound. 
From  his  nofe 
Clouds  he  blows : 
When  he  fpeaks, 
Thunder  breaks ! 
When  he  eats, 
Famine  threats! 
When  he  drinks, 
Neptune  fhrinks ! 
Nigh  thy  ear, 
In  mid  air, 
On  thy  hand 
Let  me  ftand  ; 
So  {hall  I, 
Lofty  poet !   touch  the  Iky.  50 


*  A 
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*  A  Gentle  ECHO    on   W  o  M  A  N> 


In  the  DORIC  Manner, 

Shepherd) 

CHO,  I  ween,  will  in  the  woods  reply, 
-*  And  quaintly  anfwer  queflions  :  fliall  I  try  ? 

Echo,  7 
Shepherd, 
What  muft  we  do  our  pafiion  to  e>;prefs  ? 

Echo,  Prefs. 
Shepherd, 
How  fhall  I  pleafe  her  who  ne'er  lov'd  before  ? 

Echo,  Before. 
Shepherd, 

What  moft  moves  women,  when  we  them  addrefs  ? 

Echo,  A  drejsi. 
Shepherd, 
Say,  what  can  keep  her  chafte  whom  I  adore  ? 

Echo,  A  door. 
Shepherd, 
If  mufic  foftens  rocks,  love  tunes  my  lyre. 

Echo,  Lyar. 
Shepherd, 
Then  teach  me,  Echo,  how  fliall  I  come  by  her? 

Echo,  Buy  her. 
Shepherd, 
When  bought,  no  queftion,  I  fhall  be  her  dear  ?' 

Echo,  Her  deer. 
Shepherd^ 

But  deer  have  horns ;  how  muft  I  keep  her  under? 

Echo,  Keep  her  under. 
Shepherd, 
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Shepherd, 

How  fliall  I  held  her  ne'er  to  part  afunder  ? 

Echo,  A—fe  under. 
Shepherd, 
But  what  can  glad  me,  when  flic's. laid  on  bier  ? 

Echo,  Beer. 
Shepherd, 
What  mti ft  I  do  when  woman  will  be  kind? 

Echo,  Be  kind. 
Shepherd, 

What  muft  I  do  when  woman  will  be  crofs  ? 

Echo,   Be  crofs. 
Shepherd, 
Lord  !  what  is  ilie  that  can  fb  turn  and  wind  ? 

Echo,  Wind. 
Shepherd, 
If  fhe  be  wind,  what  ilills  her  when  fhe  blows  ? 

Echo,  Blows. 
Shepherd^ 
But  if  Ilie  bang  again,  itill  flionld  I  bang  her  ? 

Echo,  Bang  her. 
Shepherd, 
Is  there  no  way  to  moderate  her  anger  ? 

Echo,  Hang  her. 
Shepherd^ 

Thanks,  gentle  Echo  ;  right  thy  anfwers  tell, 
What  woman  is,  and  how  to  rmard  her  well. 

J  o 

Echo,  Guard  her  well. 


EPILOGUE  to  a  Play  for  the  Benefit  of  the 
WEAVERS   in  Ireland,    1721. 


TT7HO  dares  affirm  this  is  no  pious  age, 

When  charity  begins  to  tread  the  liagc? 

When 
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When  actors,  who  at  beft  are  hardly  favers, 
Will  give  a  night  of  benefit  to  weavers  ? 

Stay, let  me  fee,   how  finely  will  it  found'        5 

Jviprimis,  from  his  Grace  *  a  hundred  pound : 
Peers,   clergy,  gentry,  all  are  benefactors ; 
And  then  comes  in  the  item  of  the  actors : 

Item,  the  actors  freely  give  a  day,- 

The  poet  had  no  more  who  made  the  play.  10 

But  whence  this  wondrous  charity  in  play'rs  ? 
They  learn'cl  it  not  at  fermons,  or  at  pray'rs. 
Under  the  rofe,  ilnce  here  are  none  but  friends, 
To  own  the  truth,  we  have  fome  private  ends, 
Since  waiting-women,  like  exacting  jades,  iq 

Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades  ; 
We'll  drefs  in  manufactures  made  at  home, 
Equip  our  kings  and  geirrals  at  the  Comb  *  : 
We'll  rig  in  Meath-itreet  ./Egypt's  haughty  queen  ; 
And  Anthony  fhall  court  her  in  rateen.  20 

In  blue  fhalloon  fhall  Haynibal  be  clad, 
And  Scipio  trail  an  Iriih  purple  plad. 
In  drugget  clrefs'cl,   of  thirteen  pence  a-yard, 
See  Philip's  fon  arnidft  Ills  Periian  guard ; 
And  proud  Roxana,  iir'd  with  jealous  rage,         25 
With  fifty  yards  of  crape  fhall  fweep  the  fhige. 
In  fliort,  our  kings  and  princeiTes  within 
Are  all  refolv'd  the  project  to  begin  ; 
And  you,  our  fubjects,  when  you  here  refort, 
Muft  imitate  the  falhions  of  the  court.  30 

Oh  !   could  I  fee  this  audience  clad  in  ftufF, 
Tho'  money's  fcarce,  we  inould  have  trade  enough, 
But  chints,   brocades,  and  !ace,  take  all  away, 
And  fcarce  a  crown  is  left  to  fee  a  play. 
Perhaps  you  wonder  whence  this  friendfhip  fprings, 
Between  the  weavers  and  us  playhoufe  kings  :         36 
But  wit  and  weaving  had  the  fame  beginning; 
Pallas  firil  taught  us  poetry  and  fpinning. 

*  Dr,  William  King,  Archbifhop  of  Dublin. 

*  A  it.ect  ia  DuLlia  fa;ncuS  for  woollen  manufaftures.. 

And 
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And  next  obferve  how  this  alliance  fits, 
For  weavers  now  are  juft  as  poor  as  wits  :  40 

Their  brother  quill-men,  workers  for  the  ftage, 
For  forry  ftufFcan  get  a  crown  a-page  ; 
But  weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the  play'rs, 
And  fell  for  twenty-pence  a  yard  of  theirs  : 
And,  to  your  knowledge,  there  is  often  lefs  in       45 
The  poet's  wit,  than  in  the  player's  drefling. 


EPITAPH   on  a  MISER. 

^Eneath  this  verdant  hillock  lies, 

Demar,   the  wealthy  and  the  wife, 
His  heirs,  that  he  might  fafcly  reft, 
Have  put  his  carcafe  in  a  cheft  ; 
The  very  cheft  in  which,  they  fay,  ^ 

His  other  felf,  his  money,  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  dear  felf  he  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe,  that  four  in  five 
Will  think  his  better  half  alive,  10 


To  STELLA,,  \vho  collected  and  tranfcribed 

his   poems. 

\ 

Written  in  the  year  1720. 

A  S,  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd, 
•*-  -^  We  never  hear  the  workmen  prais'd, 
Who  bring  the  lime  or  place  the  ftoncs  ; 
Bur  all  adiViirc  Inigo  Jcr>es  : 

VOL.  VII.  C  c  80 
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So,  if  this  pile  of  fcatter'd  rhymes  5 

Should  be  approv'd  in  after  times, 
If  it  both  pieafes  and  endures, 
The  merit  and  the  praife  are  yours. 

Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young, 
When  fir  ft  for  thee  my  harp  I  lining,  10 

"Without  one  word  of  Cupid's  darts, 
Of  killing  eves,  or  bleeding  hearts  : 

O         >  O 

With  friendihip  and  efteeiri  pofleft, 
I  ne'er  admitted  love  a  gueft. 

In  all  the  habitudes  of  life,  15 

The  friend,  the  miftreis,  and  the  wife, 
Variety  we  ftill  purfue, 
In  pleafures  feek  for  fomething  new  ; 
Or  elfe,   comparing  with  the  reft, 
Take  comfort,  that  our  own  is  beft  :  20 

The  beft  we  value  by  the  worft, 
(As  tradefmen  fliew  their  trafli  at  firft)  : 
But  his  purfuits  are  at  an  end, 
Whom  Stella  chufes  for  a  friend. 

A  poet  ftarving  in  a  garret,  25 

Conning  old  topics  like  a  parrot, 
Invokes  his  miitrefs  and  his  mule, 
And  ftays  at  home  for  want  of  fhoes  : 
Should  but  his  mufe,  defcending,  drop 
A  flice  of  bread  and  mutton-chop  ;  30 

Or  kindly,  when  his  credit's  out, 
Surprife  him  with  a  pint  of  ftout  *  ; 
Or  patch  his  broken  ftocking- foals, 
Or  lend  him  in  a  peck  of  coals  ; 
Exalted  in  his  mighty  mind,  35 

He  flies,  and  leaves  the  ftars  behind  ; 
Counts  all  his  labours  amply  paid, 
Adores  her  for  the  timely  aid. 

Or,  fliould  a  porter  make  inquiries 
For  Cloe,  Sylvia,  Phillis,  Iris,  40 

*  A  c.-.nt  word  for  ft.ong  beer. 

Be 
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EC  told  the  loci- inn,  lane,   and  fi^n, 

O         O 7  ^"> 

i  he  bow'rs  that  hold  thole  nymphs  divine; 
Fair  Chloc  would  perhaps  be  found 
\Vitii  footman  tippling  under  ground  ; 
The  charming  Sylvia  beating  ilax,  45 

Her  ihoulders  mark'd  with  bloody  tracts  ; 
Bright  Phillis  mending  ragged  {mocks  ; 
And  radiant  Iris  in  the  pox. 

Thefe  are  the  goddefles  inroll'd 
In  Curll's  collection  -{-,  new  and  old,  50 

Whofe  fcoundrcl  fathers  would  not  know  "em, 
If  they  fhculd  meet  them  in  u  poem. 

True  poers  can  d<.  prcfs  and  raife, 
Are  lords  of  infamy  and  praiie  ; 
They  are  not  fcurrilous  in  fatire,  55 

Nor  will  in  panenrrlc  flatter. 

^  A  O* 

•  rnjuftly  poets  we  afperiej 

TIT. ih  ihincs  the  brighter  chid  in  verfc  ; 

O  * 

And  all  the  fi&ions  they  pnrfv.e, 

Do  but  iniintiate  what  is  true.  60 

Now,  fhor.ki  my  praifes  owe  their  truth 
To  beauty,  drefs,  or  paint,  or  youth, 
What  Stoics  call  "  without  our  pow'r," 
They  could  not  be  iniur'd  an  hour  : 
'Twere  grafting  on  an  annual  ftock,  6? 

That  muft  our  expectation  mock, 
And,  making  one  luxuriant  ilioor, 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root: 
Before  I  couLl  my  verfes  bring, 
Perhaps  you're  quit  another  thing.  70 

So  Mrevius,  when  he  drain'd  his  Hull 
To  celebrate  fome  fuburb-tiull, 
His  iimiles  in  order  fet, 
And  ev'ry  crambo  he  could  get ; 
Had  gone  thro'  all  the  common  places  75 

Worn  out  by  wits,  who  rhyme  on  faces  : 

-}-   See  an  account  of  Curll,  in  vol.  7. 

C  c  2  Before 
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Before  he  could  his  poem  clofe, 
The  lovely:  nymph  had  loft  her  nofe. 

Your  virtues  finely  I  commend  ; 
They  on  no  accidents  depend  :  80 

Let  Malice  look  with  all  her  eyes, 
She  dares  not  fay  the  poet  lies. 

Stella,  when  you  thefe  lines  tranfcribe, 
Left  you  lliould  take  them  for  a  bribe, 
Refolv'd  to  mortify  your  pride,  85 

I'll  here  expofe  your  weaker  iide. 

Your  fpirns  kindle  to  a  flame, 
Mov'd  with  the  lighted  touch  of  blame ; 
And  when  a  friend  in  kindnefs  tries 
To  {hew  you  where  your  error  lies,  90 

Conviction  does  but  more  incenfe  ; 
Perverfenefs  is  your  whole  defence; 
'Truth,  judgement,  wit,  gave  place  to  fpight, 
Regardlefs  both  of  wrong  and  right ; 
Your  virtues  all  fufpended  wait  95 

Till  Time  hath  open'd  Reafon's  gate ; 
And,  what  is  worfe,  your  paffion  bends 
Its  force  againft  your  neareft  friends  ; 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride. 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world  to  hide :  100 

In  vain  ;   for  fee,  your  friend  hath  brought 
To  public  lipht  your  only  fault  ; 

A  W  f  J 

And  yet  a  fault  we  often  find 

Mix'd  in  a  noble  gen'rous  mind  ; 

And  may  compare  to  -/Etna's  fire,  105 

Which,  tho'  with  trembling  all  admire  ; 

The  heat  that  makes  the  fummit  glow, 

Enriching  ail  the  vales  below 

O 

Thofe  who  in  warmer  climes  complain 

From  Phoebus'  rays  they  fufter  pain,  no 

Muft  own,   that  pain  is  largely  paid 

By  gen'rous  wines  beneath  a  ihade. 

\  et,  when  I  find  your  pafTions  rife, 
And  anger  fparkling  in  your  eyes, 

I  grieve 
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I  grieve  thofe  fpirits  fhould  be  fpent,  1 1 5 

For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant. 

One  pailion  with  a  diiPrent  turn 

Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  burn. 

So  the  fun's  heat  with  dirPrent  pow'rs 

Ripens  the  grape,   the  liquor  fours.  I2O 

Thus  Ajax,  when  with  rage  pofleft 

By  Pallas  breath'd  into  his  breaft, 

His  valour  would  no  more  employ, 

Which  might  alone  have  conquer'ci  Troy ; 

But,  blinded  by  refentment,  feeks  125' 

For  vengeance  on  his  friends,  the  Greeks. 

You  think  this  turbulence  of  blood 
From  ftagnating  preferves  the  flood, 
Which,  thus  fermenting,  by  degrees 
Exalts  the  fpirits,  links  the  lees.  130-* 

Stella,   for  once  you  reafon  wrong  ; 
For,  ihould  this  ferment  lad  too  long,. 
By  time  fubfiding,  you  may  find 
Nothing  but  acid  left  behind  : 
From  paiiion  you  may  then  be  freed, 
When  peevi/lmefs  and  i'pleen  fucceed.. 

Say,  Stella,  when  you  copy  next, 
"Will  you  keep  furiclly  to  the  text  ? 
Dare  you  let  thefe  reproaches  iram', 
And  to  vour  failing;  iet  vour  hand  ?  140- 

•*  D  J  l     — 

Or,  if  thefe  lines  your  anger  fire, 
Shall  they  in  bafer  flames  expire  ? 
Whene'er  they  burn,  if  burn  they  mufir, 
They'll  prove  my  accufation  juft.. 


C  c  3  *  STELT.A 
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*  STELLA   to  Dr.  SWIFT  on   his  Birth-day, 
Nov.  30.    1721  -f. 

CT.  Patrick's  Dean,  your  country's  pride, 

^  My  early  and  my  only  guide, 

Let  me  among  the  reft  attend, 

Your  pupil  and  you  humble  friend, 

To  celebrate  in  female  ftrains  $ 

The  clay  that  paid  your  mother's  pains  ; 

Dcfcend  to  take  that  tribute  due 

In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

When  men  began  to  call  me  fair, 
You  interposed  your  timely  care  ;  jo 

You  early  taught  me  to  defpife 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes  ; 
Shew'd  where  my  judgement  was  mifplace'd  ; 
R.efm'd  my  fancy  and  my  tafte. 

Beheld  that  beauty  juft  decay'd,  15 

Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid  ; 
Forfook  by  her  admiring  train, 
She  fpreacls  her  tatter'd  nets  in  vain  ; 
Short  was  her  pare  upon  the  flage  ; 
"Went  fmoothly  on  for  half  a  page  ;  2O 

Her  bloom  was  gone,  ilie  wanted  art, 
As  the  fcene  change 'd,  to  change  her  part : 


•f-  This  poem  fhews  the  d£]jcacy  of  Stella's  tafte.  It  is  the  or,!y 
remaining  pe.f..rmance  of  that  impioved  anJ  lovely  woman  that  I 
know  of  in  the  poetic  fir  .in.  It  \\as  given  by  Dr.  Swii't  to  a  lady  of 
his  acquaintance,  who  hrd  a  great  eft,.em  for  ihe  virtues  and  accom- 
pliflirnents  of  the  amiable  Stella,  although  fhe  never  had  the  leait  in- 
timacy with  her.  The  Doctor  r.fTured  this  ludy,  that  it  A  as  a  p'.ece 
entirely  genuine  from  the  hands  of  Stella,  without  any  fort  of  correc- 
tion what  o:ver.  Swiff*  -  » 

She 
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She,  whom  no  lover  could  refift, 

Before  the  fecond  ac~t  was  hifs'd. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  female  race  25 

With  no  endowments  but  a  face  j 

Before  the  thirti'th  vear  of  life 

4 

A  maid  forlorn  or  hated  wife. 

Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 

That  flic  has  ne'er  refembled  thofe  ;  30 

Nor  was  a  burden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  courfe  of  years  behind. 
You  taught  how  I  might  youth  prolong,. 
By  knowing  what  was  right  and  wrong  ; 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  fupplies  35 

Of  luftre  to  mv  fading  eves  ; 

J  O         •<  ' 

How  foon  a  beauteous  mind  repairs 

The  lois  of  change'd  or  falling  hairs  ; 

How  wit  and  virtue  from  within 

Send  out  a  Imoothnefs  o'er  the  ikin  :  40 

Your  lectures  could  my  fancy  fix, 

And  I  can  pleafe  at  thirty-fix. 

The  light  of  Chloe  at  fifteen 

Coquetting,  gives  not  rne  the  fpleen  ; 

The  idol  now  of  every  fool  45 

Till  time  fhall  make  their  paflions  cool ; 

Then  tumbling  down  time's  fteepy  hill, 

While  Stella  holds  her  ftation  ftill. 

Oh  !   turn  your  precepts  into  laws, 

Redeem  the  womens  ruin'd  caufe,  50 

Retrieve  loft  empire  to  our  fex, 

That  men  may  bow  iheir  rebel  necks. 

Long  be  the  day  that  gave  you  birth 
Sacred  to  friendship,  wit,  and  miith  ; 
Late  dying  may  you  caft  a  fhred  55 

Of  your  rich  mantle  o'er  my  head  ; 
To  bear  with  dignity  my  farrow, 
One  day  alone,  then  die  to  morrow. 


The 
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The  JOURNAL  of  a  MODERN  LADY. 
Written  in  the  year  1728. 

TT  was  a  moft  unfriendly  part 

•*•   In  you  who  ought  to  know  my  heart, 

So  well  acquainted  with  my  zeal 

For  all  the  female  commonweal.—-— 

How  could  it  come  into  your  mind  £ 

To  pitch  on  me,   of  all  mankind, 

Againft  the  fex  to  write  a.,  fatire, 

And  brand  me  for  a  woman-hater  ? 

On  me,  who  think  them  ail  fo  fair, 

They  rival  Venus  to  a  hair  ;  10 

Their  virtues  never  ceas'd  to  finer, 

\-S  7 

Since  firft  I  learn'd  to  tune  a  firing  ? 
Me  thinks  I  hear  the  ladies  crv. 

«   s 

Will  he  his  character  belie  ? 

Mult  never  our  misfortunes  end  ?  15 

And  have  we  loft  our  only  friend  ? 

Ah,  lovely  nymphs,  remove  your  fears, 

No  more  let  fall  thofe  precious  tears. 

Sooner  fhalL,   &c. 

[Here  feveral  vsrfes  are  cmitted.~] 
The  hound  be  hunted  by  the  hare,  2O- 

Than  I  turn  rebel  to  the  fair. 

'Twas  you  engage'd  me  firft  to  write, 
Then  gave  the  fubjec!  out  of  fpite  : 
The  "  Journal  of  a  Modern  Dame" 
Is  by  my  promife  what  you  claim.  25 

3NIy  word  is  paft,  I  muft  fubmit  ; 
And  yet  perhaps  you  may  be  bit. 

I  but 
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I  but  tranfcribe  ;     for  not  a  line 

Of  all  the  f.ityre  fhall  be  mine. 

Compell'd  by  you  to  t;ig  in  rhymes  30 

The  common  ilanders  of  the  times, 

Of  modern  times,    the  guilt  is  yours. 

And  me  my  innocence  fecures. 

Unwilling  mufe,  begin  thy  lay, 

The  annals  of  a  female  day.  35 

By  nature  turn'd  ro  play  the  rake-well 
(As  \ve  fhall  fhew  you  iri  the  fequel), 
The  modern  dame  is  wak'd  by  noon, 
(Some  authors  fay,,    not  quite  fo  foon), 
Becaufe,    though  fore  againft  her  will,  40 

She  fat  all  night  up  at  Quadrille. 
8he  ftretches,  gapes,   unglues  her  eyes, 
And  aiks  if  it  be  time  to  rife  ; 
Of  headach  and  the  fpleen  complains  j 
And  then  to  cool  her  heated  brains,  45 

Her  nightgown  and  her  flippers  brought  her. 
Takes  a  large  dram  of  citron-water. 
Then  to  her  glafs ;   and,   il  Betty,   pray, 
"  Don't  I  look  frightfully  to- day  ? 
"  But  was  it  not  confounded  hard  ?  5° 

"  Well,  if  I  e\7er  touch  a  card  ! 
i(  Four  mattadores,    and  lofe  codill  \ 
"  Depend  upon't,   I  never  will. 
"  But  run  to  Tom,    and  bid  him  fix 
"  The  ladies  here  to-night  by  fix."  55 

Madam,   the  goldfmith  waits  below  ; 
He  fays  his  bus'nefs  is  to  know 
If  you'll  redeem  the  lilver  cup 

He  keeps  in  pawn  ? "  Why,    fhew  him  up." 

Your  dreffing-plate  he'll  be  content  60 

To  take,  for  int'reft  cent.  p>:r  cent. 
And,  Madam,  there's  my  Lady  Spade 
Hath  fent  this  letter  by  her  maid 
"   Well,  I  remember  what  fhe  '.von  ; 
"  And  hath  ihe  fcnt  fo  ibon  to  dun  ?  65 

"  Here, 
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(i  Here,    carry  clown  thefc  ten  plucks 

"  My  hufband  left  to  pay  for  coals  : 

f<  I  think  my  ffcars,    they  all  are  light; 

"   And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night," 

Nn\v,  loitering  o'er  her  tea  and  cream,  7® 

She  enters  on  her  vifiul  theme  : 

Her  lad  night's  ill-fuccefs  repeats, 

CaUs  Lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats  : 

"  She  dipt  Spadilh  in  her  breaft, 

"  Then  thought  to  turn  it  to  a  jeft  ;  75 

cc  There's  Mrs.  Cut  and  ihe  combine, 

"   And  to  each  other  give  the  iign," 

Through  ev'ry  game  purfurs  her  tale, 

.Like  hunters  o'er  their  ev'ning  ale. 

Now  to  another  fcen£  give  place  :  8<?> 

Enter  the  folks  with  filk  and  lace  : 
Frefli  matter  fora  world  of  chat, 
Right  Indian  this,  right  Mechlin  that  : 
Ohierve  this  pattern ;  there's  a  fruiF; 
I  can  have  cuftomers  enough.  85 

Dear  Madam,  you  are  grown  fo  hard 

This  lace  is  worth  twelve  pounds  a-yard  : 
Madam,  if  there  be  truth  in  man, 
I  never  fold  fo  cheap  a  fan. 

This  bus'nefs  of  importance  o'er,  9® 

And  Madam  almoft  drefs'd  by  four, 
The  footman,    in  his  ufual  phrafe, 
Comes  up  with,   Madam,  dinner  flays. 
She  anfwers  in  her  ufual  ftyle, 

The  cook  muft  keep  it  back  awhile  :  95 

I  never  can  have  time  to  drefs  ; 
No  woman  breathing  rakes  up  lefs  ; 
I'm  hurry 'd  fo,   it  makes  me  lick  ; 
I  wifh  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick. 

At  table  now  flie  acts  her  part,  100 

Has  all  the  dinner-cant  by  heart  : 

"I 
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**  I  thought  we  were  to  dinefllone, 
f '  My  clear  ;  for  fure,  if  I  had  known 

*'  This  company  would  come  to-day 

<c  But  really  'tis  my  fpoufe's  way  ;  105 

"  He's  ib  unkind,  he  never  fends 
"  To  tell  when  he  invites  his  friends  : 
c<  1  wifh  ye  may  but  have  enough." 

A 

And  while  with  all  this  paltry  ftuff 

She  fits  tormenting  evYy  gueft,  i  T& 

XT  • 

JMor  gives  her  tongue  one  moment's  reft, 

In  phrafes  batter'd,  ftale,    and  trite, 

Which  modern  ladies  call  polite  ; 

You  fee  the  booby  hufband  fit 

In  admiration  at  her  wit  !  1 1  r 

But  let  me  now  a  while  furvey 
Our  Madam  o'er  her  ev'ning-tea  ; 
Surrounded  with  her  noify  clans 
Of  prudes,   coquetts,  and  harridans  ; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clam'rous  crew,  I2& 

Away  the  god  ot  Silence  flew, 
And  fair  Difcretion  left  the  place, 
And  Modefty  with  blufhing  face  : 
Now  enters  overweening  Pride, 
And  Scandal  ever  gaping  wide  j  125 

Hypocrify  with  frown  fevere, 
Scurrility  with  gibing  air  ; 
Rude  Laughter  feeming-like  to  burft, 
And  Malice  always  judging  worft  ; 
And  Vanity  with  pocket-glafs,  133 

And  Impudence  with  front  of  brafs  ; 
And  ftudy'd  Affectation  came, 
Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  frame  ; 
While  Ignorance,  with  brain  of  lead, 
Flew  hov'ring  o'er  each  female  head.  135 

Why  fhould  I  afk  of  thee,   my  mufe, 
An  hundred  tongues,  as  poets  ufe, 

When 
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When,  to  give  ev'ry  dame  her  due, 

An  hundred  thoufand  were  too  few  ? 

Or,  how  fliould  I,    alas!   relate  14° 

The  Turn  of  all  their  fenfelefs  prate, 

Their  innuendo's,  hints,  and  flanders, 

Their  meanings  lewd,  and  double  entendres  ? 

Now  comes  the  gen'ral  fcandal  charge  ; 

Whatfome  invent,  the  reft  enlarge;  145 

And,  f(  Madam,  if  it  be  a  lie, 

"  You  have  the  tale  as  cheap  as  I  •: 

"  I  mu. ft  conceal  my  author's  name  ; 

"  But  now  'tis  known  to  common  fame." 

Say,  foolifh  females,    bold  and  blind,  15© 

Say,  by  what  fatal  turn  of  mind, 
Are  you  on  vices  moft  fevere, 
Wherein  yourfelves  have  greateft  fliare  ? 
Thus  ev'ry  fool  herfelf  deludes  ; 
The  prudes  condemn  the  abfent  prudes  :  155 

Mopfa,  who  ftinks  her  fpoufe  to  death, 
Accufes  Chloe's  tainted  breath  ; 
Hircina,  rank  with  fweat,  prefumes 
To  ccniure  Phillis  for  perfumes  ; 
While  crooked  Cynthia  fneering  fays,  160 

That  Floramel  wears  iron  ft  ays  : 
Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous, 
Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  fellows, 
And,  full  of  indignation,  frets, 
That  women  fliould  be  fuch  coquetts  :  1 6? 

Iris,  for  fcandal  moft  notorious, 
Cries,   "  Lord,  the  world  is  fo  cenforious  !" 
And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead, 
Whifpers  tint  Sapppho's  hair  is  red  : 
Aura,  whofe  tongue  you  hear  a  mile  hence,        170 
Talks  half  a  day  in  praife  of  iilence  : 
And  Sylvia,  full  of  inward  guilt, 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  ji!t. 

Now 
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Now  voices  over  voices  rife, 

While  each  to  be  the  loudeft  vies ;  175 

They  contradict,  affirm,  difpute, 
No  iingle  tongue  one  moment  mute  ; 
All  mad  to  fpeak,  and  none  to  hearken, 
They  fet  the  very  lap-dog  barking ; 
Their  chatt'ring  makes  a  louder  din  1 80 

Than  fifhwives  o'er  a  cup  of  gin  ; 
Not  fchoolboys  at  a  barring-out 
Rais'd  ever  fuch  incelTant  rout  : 
The  jumbling  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  made  not  fuch  a  clatter ;  185 

Far  lefs  the  rabble  roar  and  rail, 
When  drunk  with  four  election-ale. 

Nor  do  they  truft  their  tongue  alone, 
But  fpeak  a  language  of  their  own  ; 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  Ihrug,  a  look,  19© 

Far  better  than  a  printed  book  ; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown, 
And  wink  a  reputation  down  ; 
Or,  by  the  toffing  of  the  fan, 
Defcribe  the  lady  and  the  man.  195 

But  fee,  the  female  club  difbands, 
Each  twenty  vifits  on  her  hands. 
Now  all  alone  poor  Madam  iits 
In  vapours  and  hyfleric  fits  : 

"  And  was  not  Tom  this  morning  fent  ?  2CO 

"  I'd  lay  my  life  he  never  went  : 
"  Pan:  fix,   and  not  a  living  foul  ! 
"  I  might  by  this  have  won  a  vole." 
A  dreadful  interval  of  fpleen  ! 
How  fhall  we  pafs  the  time  between  ?  205 

•"  Here,    Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops  ; 
"  And  feel  my  pulfe,  I  know  it  flops  : 
"  This  head  of  mine,  Lord,   how  it  fwims  ! 
l<   And  fuch  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs  ! 
Dear  Madam,   try  to  take  a  nap  21© 

But  now  they  hear  a  footman's  rap  : 

VOL.  VII.  Dd  "Go 
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"  Go  run,  and  light  the  ladies  up  : 
'*  It  muft  be  one  before  we  fup." 

The  table,  cards,  and  counters  fet, 
And  all  the  gamefter-ladies  met,  2*5 

Herfpleen  and  fits  lecover'd  quite, 
Our  Madam  can  fit  up  all  night ; 
((  Whoever  comes,  I'm  not  within."' 
Quadrille's  the  word,  and  fo  begin. 

How  can  the  mufe  her  aid  impart,  2 20 

Unikill'd  in  all  the  terms  of  art  ? 
Or  in  harmonious  numbers  put 
The  deal,  the  fhuffle,  and  the  cut  ? 
The  fuperfHtious  whims  relate, 
That  fill  a  female  garnefter's  pate .?  2  25 

What  agony  of  foul  fhe  feels 
To  fee  a  knave's  inverted  heels  ? 
She  draws  up  card  by  card  to  find 
Good  fortune  peeping  from  behind,; 
With  panting  heart  and  earneft  eyes,  23© 

In  hopes  to  fee  Spadillo  rife  : 
In  vain,  alas  !   her  hope  is  fed  ; 
She  draws  an  ace,    and  fees  it  red. 
In  ready  counters  never  pays, 

But  pawns  her  fnufF-box,  rings,  and  keys ;          .235 
Ever  with  fome  new  fancy  {truck, 
Tries  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck. 
"  This  morning,  when  the  parfon  came,, 
(e  I  faid  I  fhould  not  win  a  game. 
"  This  odious  chair,  how  came  I  ftuck  in't,?     240 
"  I  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in't. 
"  I'm  fo  uneafy  in  my  flays  ; 
"  Your  fan  a  moment,  if  you  pleafe. 
"  Stand  further,  girl,  or  get  you  gone ; 
"  I  always  lofe  when  you  look  on."  245 

Lord  !  Madam,   you  have  loft  codill : 
I  never  faw  you  play  fo  ill. 

Nay, 
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"  Nay,  Madam,  give  me  leave  to  fay 

"   'Twas  you  that  threw  the  game  away ; 

"  When  Lady  Trickfey  play'd  a  four,  250 

"  You  took  it  with  a  mattadore  ; 

"  I  faw  you  touch  your  v,redding  ring 

"  Before  my  Lady  call'd  a  king  ; 

u  You  fpoke  a  word  began  with  H, 

"  And  I  know  whom  you  meant  to  teach,          255 

"  Becaufe  you  held  the  king  of  hearts  ; 

"  Fie,  Madam,  leave  thefe  little  arts. 

That's  not  fo  bad  as  one  that  rubs 

Her  chair  to  call  the  king  of  clubs, 

And  makes  her  partner  underftand  260 

A  mattadore  is  in  her  hand. 

**  Madam,  you  have  no  caufe  to  flounce, 

"  I  fwear  I  faw  you  thrice  renounce." 

And,    truly,  Madam,  I  know  when 

Inftead  of  five  you  fcor'd  me  ten.  265 

Spadillo  here  has  got  a  mark  ; 

A  child  may  know  it  in  the  dark  : 

I  guefs  the  hand  ;  it  feidom  fails  : 

I  wifhfome  folks  would  pare  their  nails. 

While  thus  they  rail,  and  fcold  and  ftorm,     270 
It  pafles  but  for  common  form ; 
And  confcious  that  they  all  fpeak  true, 
And  give  each  other  but  their  due, 
It  never  interrupts  the  game, 
Or  makes  them  fenfible  of  ihame.  275 

The  time  too  precious  now  to  wafte, 
And  fupper  gobbled  up  in  hafte, 
Again  afrefh  to  cards  they  run, 
As  if  they  had  but  juft  begun. 
Yet  ihall  I  not  again  repeat, 
How  oft  they  fquabble,  fnarl,  and  cheat. 
At  laft  they  hear  the  watchmen  knock, 

M  A  frofty  morn paft  four  o*  clock." 

D  d  2  The 
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The  chairmen  are  not  to  be  found, 

"  Come,   let  us  play  the  other  round."  285 

Now,  all  in  hafte  they  huddle  on 
Their  hoods  and  cloaks,   and  get  them  gone  j 
But  firft  the  winner  mult  invite 
The  company  to-morrow  night. 

Unlucky  Madam,  left  in  tears,  290 

(Who  now  againft  Quadrille  forfwears), 
With  empty  purfe  and  aching  head, 
Steals  to  her  fleeping  fpoufe  to  bed. 


The  COUNTRY-LIFE. 

Part  of    a    Summer    fpent  at  the  houfe  of 
GEORGE    ROCHFORT,    Efq; 

Written  in  the  year  1723. 


'T'HALIA,  tell  in  fober  lays, 
•*•    How  George,  Nim,  Dan,  Dean  pafs  their  daysj 
Begin,  my  mufe.     Fir  ft  from  our  bow'rs 
We  fally  forth  at  difF'rent  hours ; 
At  feven  the  Dean,  in  nightgown  dreft,  $ 

Goes  round  the  houfe  to  wake  the  reft ; 
At  nine,  grave  Nim  and  George  facetious 
Go  to  the  Dean  to  read  Lucretius  ; 
At  ten,  my  Lady  comes  and  heclors, 
And  khTes  George,  and  ends  our  leftures;  10 

And  when  fhe  has  him  by  the  neck  faft, 
Hawls  him,  and  fcolds  us  down  to  breakfaft. 

We 
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We  fquander  there  an  hour  or  more, 

And  then  all  hands,    boys,   to  the  oar, 

All,  heteroclite  Dan  except, 

Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept, 

But,  by  peculiar  whimlies  drawn, 

Peeps  in  the  pond  to  look  for  fpawn ; 

O'erfees  the  work,  or  Dragon  *  rows, 

Or  mars  a  text,  or  mends  his  hofe  ;  2O 

Or but  proceed  we  in  our  journal 

At  two,  or  after,  we  return  all : 
From  the  four  elements  aifembling, 
Warn'cl  by  the  bell,  all  folks  come  trembling  : 
From  airy  garrets  fome  delcend, 
Some  from  the  lake's  remoteft  end  : 
My  Lord  and  Dean  the  fire  forfake, 
Dan  leaves  the  earthly  fpade  and  r 
The  loit'rers  quake,  no  corner  hides  them,. 
And  Lady  Betty  found  ly  chides  them.  30 

Now  water's  brought,  and  dinner's  done  : 
With  church  and  king  the  Lady's  gone  ; 
(Not  reck'ning  half  an  hour  we  pal's 
In  talking  o'er  a  mod'rate  glafs). 
Dan,  growing  drowfy,    like  a  thief 
Steals  off  to  dole  away  his  beef  ; 
And  this  muft  pafs  for  reading  Hammond- 
While  George  and  Dean  go  to  backgammon., 
George,  Nim,  and  Dean  fet  out  at  four, 
And  then  again,  boys  to  the  oar,  40- 

But  when  the  fun  goes  to  the  deep, 
(Not  to  difturb  him  in  his  fleep, 
Or  make  a  rumbling  o'er  his  head, 
His  candle  out,   and  he  abed), 
We  watch  his  motions  to  a  miaute, 
And  leave  the  flood,  when  he  goes  in  it 
Now  ftinted  in  the  Ihort'ning  day, 
We  go  to  pray'rs,   and  then  to  play, 

*  My  Lord  Chief  Baron's  frruller  boat. 

Dd  3  Till 
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Till  flipper  comes  ;    and  after  that 

We  fit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat.  50 

'Tis  late          the  old  and  younger  pairs, 

By  Adam  *  lighted,  walk  up  Hairs. 

The  weary  Dean  goes  to  his  chamber  ; 

And  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  clamber. 

So  when  the  circle  we  have  run,  55 

The  curtain  falls,  and  all  is  done. 

I  might  have  mention'd  feverai  facts, 
Like  epifodes  between  the  acts  ; 
And  tell  who  lofes,  and  who  wins, 
Who  gets  a  cold,  who  breaks  his  ihins ;  60 

How  Dan  caught  nothing  in  his  net, 
And  how  the  boat  was  overfet. 
For  brevity  I  have  retrenched 
How  in  the  lake  the  Dean  was  drench'd ; 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on,  65 

How  valiant  George  rode  o'er  the  dragon. 
How  fteady  in  the  ftorm  he  fat, 
And  fav'd  his  oar,  but  loft  his  hat  : 
How  Nim  (no  hunter  e'er  could  match  him) 
Still  brings  us  hares,  when  he  can  catch  'em  :      70 
How  fkilfully  Dan  mends  his  nets  ; 
•How  fortune  fails  him  when  he  fets  : 
Or  how  the  Dean  delights  to  vex 
The  ladies,  or  lampoon  the  fex  : 
Or  how  our  neighbour  lifts  his  nofe,  75 

To  tell  what  ev'ry  fchoolboy  knows  ; 
Then  with  his  finger  on  his  thumb 
Explaining,  ftrikes  oppofers  dumb  : 
Or  how  his  wife,  that  female  pedant, 
{But  now  there  need  no  more  be  faid  on't,)          80 
Shews  all  her  fecrets  of  houfekeeping ; 
For  candles  how  {he  trucks  her  dripping ; 
Was  force'd  to  fend  three  miles  for  yeaft, 
To  brew  her  ale,  and  raife  her  pafte  j 

*  The  Butler, 

Tells 
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Tells  ev'ry  thing  that  you  can  think  of,  85 

How  {he  cur'd  Tommy  of  the  chincough  ; 

What  gave  her  brats  and  pigs  the  meafles  ; 

And  how  her  doves  were  kili'd  by  weafles  ; 

How  Jowler  howl'd,  and  what  a  fright 

She  had  with  dreams  the  other  night.  90 

But  now,  iince  I  have  gone  fo  far  on, 
A  word  or  two  of  Lord  Chief  Baron  *  ; 
And  tell  how  little  weight  he  fets 
On  ail  Whig-papers,  and  gazettes  : 
But  for  the  politics  of  Pue  f  ,  95 

Thinks  ev'ry  fy  liable  is  true. 
And  iince  he  owns  the  King  of  Sweden 
Is  dead  at  laft,  without  evading, 
Now  all  his  hopes  are  in  the  Czar  : 
"  Why,  Mufcovy  is  not  fo  far  :  10© 

"  Down  tbe  Black-fea,  and  up  the  Streights, 
t(  And  in  a  month  he's  at  your  gates  : 
"  Perhaps,  from  what  the  packet  brings, 
"  By  Chriftmas  we  fhall  fee  ftrange  things." 
Why  fhould  I  tell  of  ponds  and  drains.  105 

What  carps  we  met  with  for  our  pains  ; 
Of  fparrows  tam'd,  and  nuts  innumerable 
To  choak  the  girls,  and  to  confume  a  rabble  ? 
But  you,  who  are  a  fcholar,  know 
How  tranfient  all  things  are  below,  1  10 

How  prone  to  change  is  human  life  ! 
Laft  night  arriv'd  Clem.  *  and  his  wife 
This  grand  event  hath  broke  our  meafures  ; 
Their  reign  began  with  cruel  feizures  : 
The  Dean  muft  with  his  quilt  fupply  115 

The  bed  in  which  thofe  tyrants  lie  : 
Nim  loft  his  wig-block,  Dan  bis  Jordan, 
(My  Lady  fays,  flie  can't  afford  one)  ; 


*  Mr.  Rochfort's  father. 
•f-   A  Tory  news-writer, 

*  Mr.  Clement  Barry. 

George 
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George  is  half  fcar'd  out  of  his  wits, 
For  Clem,  gets  all  the  dainty  bits. 
Henceforth  expert  a  diiF'rent  furvey, 
This  houle  will  foon  turn  topfy-turvey  : 
They  talk  of  further  alterations, 
Which  caufes  many  fpeculationsr 


A     PASTORAL     DIALOGUE, 

Written  in  the  year  1728. 

DERMOT,     SHEELAH, 

A   Nymph  and  fwain,  Sheelah  and  Dermct  hight, 
•f*-  Who  wont  to  weed  the  court  of  Gosford  Knight\9 
While  each  with  ftubbed  knife  removed  the  roots 
That  rais'd  between  the  fb;nes  their  daily  fhoots  ; 
As  at  their  work  they  fat  in  counter-view,  5 

With  mutual  beauty  Imit,  their  paffion  grew. 
Sing,  heavenly  mule  !  in  fweetly-nowing  ftrain, 
The  foft  endearments  of  the  nymph  and  fwain. 

Der.  My  love  to  Sheelah  is  more  firmly  fixt, 
Than  ftrungeft  weeds  that  grow  thefe  ftones  betwixt  : 
My  fpud  thefe  nettles  from  the  ftones  can  part,     1  1 
knife  io  keen  to  weed  thee  from  my  heart. 


She.  My  love  for  gentle  Dermot  fafter  grows, 
Than  yon  tall  dock  that  rifes  to  thy  nofe. 
Cut  down  the  dock,  'twill  iprout  again  ;  but  oh!    15 
Love  rooted  out,  again  will  never  grow. 

/ 

•\  Sir  Anh»    Achefon,  \vho.e  great  grandfather  was  Sir  Archibald 
i'f  Gosford  ia  Scotland. 

Der. 
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D<?r,No  more  that  brier  thy  tender  legs  (hall  rake  ; 
(I  fpare  the  thiftle  for  Sir  Arthur's  *  fake). 
Sharp  are  the  ftones ;  take  thou  this  rufhy  mat; 
The  hardeft  bum  will  bruife  with  fitting  fquat.     20 

She.  Thy  breeches  torn  behind  ftancl  gaping  wide  j 
This  petticoat  ihall  fave  thy  dear  back  tide  : 
Nor  need  I  bluih,  although  you  feel  it  wet ; 
Dermot,  I  vow,  'tis  nothing  elfe  but  fweat. 

Der.  At  an  old  ftubborn  root  I  chance'd  to  tug,  25 
When  the  Dean  threw  me  this  tobacco- ping  ; 
A  longer  ha'-p'orth  never  did  1  fee  ; 
This,  deareft  Sheelah,  thou  fhait  lhare  with  me. 

She.  In  at  the  pantry-door  this  morn  I  flipt, 
And  from  the  fhelf  a  charming  cruft  I  whipt  5     30 
Dennis  f  was  out,  and  I  got  hither  fafe  ; 
And  thou,  my  dear,  fhalt  have  the  bigger  half. 

Der.  When  you  faw  Tady  at  long-bullets  play, 
You  fat  and  lous'd  him  all  the  fun-fliine  day. 
How  could  you,  Sheelah,  liften  to  his  tales,         35 
Or  crack  fuch  lice  as  his  between  your  nails  I 

She.  When  you  with  Oonah  ftood  behind  a  ditch, 
I  peep'd  and  faw  you  kifs  the  dirty  bitch. 
Dermot,  how  could  you  touch  thofe  nafty  fluts  ! 
I  almoft  wifh'd  this  fpud  were  in  your  gus.  40 

Der.  If  Oonah  once  I  kifs'd,  forbear  to  chide: 
Her  aunt's  my  goffip  by  my  father's  fide: 
But  if  I  ever  touch  her  lips  again, 
May  I  be  doom'd  for  life  to  weed  in  rain. 

She.  Dermot,  I  fwear,  tho'  Tady's  locks  could  hold 
Ten  thoufand  Ike,  and  ev'ry  loufe  was  gold,        46 

*   Who  is  a  great  lover  of  Scotland, 
f  Sir  Aithur's  butler. 

Him 


322  MISCELLANIES  IN  VERSE. 

Him  on  my  lap  you  never  more  fhould  fee; 
Or  may  I  lofe  my  weeding  knife and  thee. 

Der    Oh  !   could  I  earn  for  thee,  my  lovely  lafs, 
A  pair  of  brogues  to  bear  thee  dry  to  rnafs  !          50 
But  fee  where  Norah  with  the  fowins  comes 
Then  let  us  rife,  and  reft  our  weary  bums. 


4 

MARY    the  Cook-maid's   Letter    to    Dr. 

SHERIDAN. 

Written  in  the  year  1723. 

X  T7EII,  iT  ever  I  faw  fucli  another  man  flnce  my 

*  *  mother  bound  my  head  ! 

You  a  gentleman  !  marry  come  up,  I  wonder  where 

you  were  bred. 
I  am  fure  fuch  words  do  not  become  a  man  of  your 

cloth ; 
I  would  not  give  fuch  language  to  a  dog,  faith  and 

troth. 

Yes,  you  call'd  my  mafter  a  knave  :  fie,  Mr.  She- 
ridan !   'tis  a  fh am e  5' 
For  a  parfon,  who  mould  know  better  things,  to 

come  out  with  fuch  a  name  : 
Knave  in  your  teeth,  Mr.  Sheridan  !   'tis  both  a 

fhame  and  a  fin  ; 
And  the    Dean,  my  mafter,    is  an  honefter  man 

than  you  and  all  your  kin  : 
He  has  more  goodnefs  in  his  little  finger,  than  you 

have  in  your  whole  body  : 
My  mafter  is  a  perfonable  man,  and  not  a  fpindle- 

fhank'd  hoddy  doddy  :  10 

And 
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And  now,  whereby  I  find  you  would  fain  make  an 

ex  c  ui'e 
Becaufe  my  mailer  one  day,  in  anger,  call'd  you 

goofe  ; 
Which,  and  I  am  Cure,  I  have  been  his  fervant  four 

years  fince  Odlober, 
And  he  never  cail'd   me  worfe   than   fweetkearty 

drunk  or  fober : 
Not  that  I  know  his  Pveverence  was  ever  concern'd 

to  my  knowledge,  15 

Though  you  and  your  come-rogues  keep   him  out 

ib  late  in  your  wicked  college. 
You   fay  you   will   eat    grafs    on   his   grave :      A 

Chriflian  eat  grafs  ! 

O 

Whereby  you   now  confefs  yourfelf  to  be  a  goofc 

or  an  afs  : 
But  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  that  my  mailer  fhould 

die  before  ye  ; 

Well,  well,  that's  as  God  pleafes  ;  and  I  don't  be- 
lieve that's  a  true  flory  :  20 
And  fo  fay  1  told  you  fo,  and  you  may  go  tell  my 

m after  ;  what  care  I  ? 
And  I  don't   care  who    knows   it ;   'tis  all  one  to 

Mary. 
Every  body  knows  that  I  love  to  tell  the  truth,  ?nd 

fhame  the  devil. 
I  am  but  a    poor  fervant ;  but  I  think  gentlefolks 

fhould  be  civil. 
Beiides,   you  found  fault  with  our  vicluais  one  day 

that  you  was  here  ;  25 

I  remember  it  was  on  a  Tuefday,  of  all  days  in  the 

year. 
And  Sounders  the  man  fays  you  are  always  jefting 

and  mocking; : 

O 

Mary,  faid  he,  (on j  day,  as  I  was  mending  my  ma- 
iler's flocking), 

My 
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My  matter  is   fo  fond  of  that  minifter  that  keeps 

the  fchool  - 
I  thought   my  matter  a   wife  man,  but  that  man 

makes  him  a  fool.  30 

Saunders,  faid  I,  I  would  rather  than  a  quart  of 

ale 
He  would  come  into  our  kitchen,  and  I  would  pin 

a  difhclout  to  his  tail. 
And  now   I  muft  go,  and  get  Saunders  to  direct 

this  letter  ; 
For  I  write  but  a  fad  fcrawl;  but  my  lifter  Marget 

fhe  writes  better. 
Well,  but   I  mutt  run  and  make  the  bed,  before 

my  matter  comes  from  pray'rs;  35 

And  fee  now,  it  ftrikes  ten,  and  I  hear  him  com- 

ing up  ttairs  . 
Whereof  I  could  fay  more  to  your  verfes,  if  I  could 

write  written  hand  : 
And  fo  I  remain,  in  a  civil  way,  your  fervant  to 

command. 

MARY. 


A  DIALOGUE  between  Mad  MULLIKIX 
and  TIMOTHY, 

Written  in  the  Year  1720. 

M.  T  Own,   'tis  not  my  bread  and  butter  ; 

•*•  But  prithee,  Tim,  why  all  this  clutter  ? 
Why  ever  in  thefe  raging  fits, 
Damning  to  hell  the  Jacobites  ? 
When,  if  you  fearch  the  kingdom  round,  5 

There's  hardly  twenty  to  be  found  • 

No 
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No  not  among  die  pr  lefts  and  friars — — 

7*.  'Twixt  you  and  me.  G damn  the  liars, 

M.  The  Tories  are  gone  ev'ry  man  over 

To  our  illuftrious  houfe  of  Hanover;  10 

From  all  their  conduct  this  is  plain 

And  then 

T. G —  damn  the  liars  again, 

Did  noc  an  Earl  but  lately  vote, 

To  bring  in  (I  could  cut  his  throat) 

Our  whole  accounts  of  public  debts  ?  15 

M.  Lord  !   how  this  frothy  coxcomb  frets  !  \_afide. 
T.  Did  not  an  able  ftatefman-brfliop 

This  dang'rous  horrid  motion  difh-up 

As  Popifh  craft  ?  did  he  not  rail  on't? 

Show  fire  and  fa^aot  in  the  tail  on't  ?  20 

*j  v_' 

Proving  the  Earl  a  grand  offender, 
And  in  a  plot  for  the  pretender^ 
"Whofe  fleet,   'tis  all  our  friends  opinion, 
Was  then  embarking  at  Avignon. 

M.  Thefe  brangling  jars  of  Whig  and  Tory     25 
Are  ftale,  and  worn  asTioy-town  ftory. 
The  wrong,   'tis  certain,  you  were  both  in, 
And  now  you  find  you  fought  for  nothing. 
Your  faction  when  their  game  was  new, 
Might  want  fuch  noify  fools  as  you  ;  30 

But  you,  when  all  the  fhow  is  pail, 
Refolve  to  ftand  it  out  at  lafc ; 
Like  Martin  Marall,   gaping  on  *, 
Nor  minding  when  the  fong  is  done. 
When  all  the  bees  are  gone  to  fettle  3£ 

You  clatter  ftill  your  brazen  kettle. 
The  leaders  whom  you  lilted  under, 
Have  drop'd  their  arms,  and  feiz'd  the  plunder ; 

*  Sir  Martin  MaralLis  a  chira<Tter  in  one  of  Dryden's  comedies. 
Sir  Martin  v.  as  to  ieienade  his  Riifrefs ;  but  as  he  could  iu-t  p;jy, 
his  man  undertook  to  conctal  hii'.f  If,  and  do  it  for  him,  white 
hi  (l.culd  thium  the  inftrumer.t  ;  but  this  ii.genious  project  rril"- 
carricd,  by  the  Krrght's  coniinuir.g  his  cxcrdfe  wlien  the  intil^c  \% 
a;  an  end. 

VOL.  VII.  Ee  And 
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And  when  the  war  is  pail,  you  come 

To  rattle  in  their  ears  your  drum  ;  4® 

And  as  that  hateful  hideous  Grecian 

Therfites   (he  was  your  relation) 

Was  more  abhorr'd  and  fcorn'd  by  thole 

With  whom  he  ferv'd,  than  by  his  foes  ; 

So  thou  art  grown  the  deteftation  45 

Of  all  thy  party  through  the  nation  : 

Thy  peevifh  and  perpetual  teaiing 

With  plots  and  Jacobites,  and  treafon  ; 

Thy  bufy,  never-meaning  face, 

Thy  icrew'd-up  front,  thy  {late  grimace,  50 

Thy  formal  nods,  important  fneers, 

Thy  whifp'rings  foifted  in  all  ears, 

(Which  are,  whatever  you  may  think, 

But  nonfenfe  wrapt  up  in  a  ftink), 

Have  made  thy  prefence,  in  a  true  fenfe,  55 

To  thy  own  fide  fo  damn'd  a  nuifance, 

That  when  they  have  you  in  their  eye, 

As  if  die  devil  drove,  they  fly. 

T.  My  good  friend  Mullinix,  forbear  ; 
I  vow  to  G — ,  you're  too  fevere  ;  60 

If  it  could  ever  yet  be  known 
I  took  advice,  except  my  own, 
It  ihoukl  be  yours  :   but  d —  my  blood, 
I  muft  purfue  the  public  good  : 
The  faction   (is  it  not  notorious  ?)  65 

Keck  at  the  memory  of  glorious  : 
'Tis  true  ;  nor  need  I  to  be  told, 
My  quondam  friends  are  grown  fo  cold, 
That  fcarce  a  creature  can  be  found 
To  prance  with  me  his  ftatue  round.  7.0 

The  public  fafety  I  forefee, 
Henceforth  depends  alone  on  me  ; 
And  while  this  vital  breath  I  blow, 
Or  from  above,  or  from  below, 
Til  fputter,  fwagger,  curie,  and  rail,  75 

The  Tories  terror,  fcourge,  and  flail. 

M. 


MISCELLANIES  IN  VERSE.  327 

AT.  Tim,  yon  miftake  the  matter  quite  ; 
i  he  Tories,  you  are  their  delight  ; 
And  ihould  you  aft  a  diff'rent  part, 
Be  grave  and  wife,  'twould  break  their  heart.         80 
Why,  Tim,  you  have  a  tafte  I  know, 
And  often  fee  a  puppet-fhow  : 
Obierve,  the  audience  is  in  pain, 
"While  Punch  is  hid  behind  the  fcene  ; 
But  when  they  hear  his  nifty  voice,  85 

With  what  impatience  they  rejoice  ! 
And  then  they  value  not  two  ftraws, 
How  Solomon  decides  the  caufe, 
Which  the  true  mother,  which  pretender; 
Nor  lifcen  to  the  witch  of  Endor.  90 

Should  Fauftus,  with  the  devil  behind  him, 
Enter  the  ftage,  they  never  mind  him  : 
If  Punch,  to  fpur  their  fancy,  fhows 
In  at  the  door  his  monftrous  nofe, 
Then  fudden  draws  it  back  again  ;  05 

O  what  a  pleafure  mix'd  with  pain  ! 
You  ev'ry  moment  think  an  age, 
Till  he  appears  upon  the  ftage  : 
And  fir  ft  his  bum  you  fte  him  clap 
Upon  the  Q^een  of  Sheba's  lap.  100 

r*  he  Duke  of  Lorrain  drew  his  {word  ; 
Punch  roaring  run,  and  running  roar'd, 
Revil'd  all  people  in  his  jargon, 
And  fold  the  King  of  Spain  a  bargain  ; 
St.  George  himielf  he  plays  the  wag  on,  ic^ 

And  mounts  aftride  upon  the  dragon  ; 
He  gets  a  thoufand  thumps  and  kicks, 
Yet  cannot  leave  his  roguifli  tricks  ; 
In  ev'ry  action  thrufts  his  nofe  ; 
The  reafon  why,  no  mortal  knows  :  1 1^ 

In  doleful  fccius  that  break  our  heart, 
Punch  comes,  like  you,  and  lets  a  fart. 
There's  not  a  puppet  made  of  wood, 
But  what  would  hang  him,  if  they  could  ; 

E  e    2  While 
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While  teafing  all,  by  all  he's  teas'd,  115 

How  well  are  the  fpec~tators  pleas'd  f 

Who  in  the  motion  have  no  {hare, 

But  purely  come  to  hear  and  ftare  ; 

Have  no  concern  for  Sabra's  fake. 

Which  gets  the  better,   faint  or  fnake,  120 

Provided  Punch  (for  there's  the  jeft) 

Be  foundly  maul'd,  and  plague  the  reft. 

Thus,  Tim,  philofopcrs  fuppofe, 
"  The  world  confifts  of  puppet-fhows  j" 
Where  petulant  conceited  fellows  125 

Perform  the  part  of  Purichinelloes : 
So  at  this  booth,  which  we  call  Dublin, 
Tim,  thou'rt  the  Punch  to  ftir  up  troubP  in  ; 
You  wriggle,   fidge,  and  make  a  rout, 
Put  all  your  brother-puppets  out,  130 

Run  on  in  a  perpetual  round 
To  teafe,  perplex,  difturb,  confound, 
Intrude  with  monkey  grin  and  clutter 
To  interrupt  all  ferious  matter, 
Are  grown  the  nuifance  of  your  clan,  135 

Who  hate  and  fcorn  you  tp  a  man  : 
But  then  the  lookers-on,  the  Tories, 
You  ftill  divert  with  merry  ftories  ; 
They  would  confent  that  all  the  crew 
Were  hang'd,  before  they'd  part  with  you.        140 

But  tell  me,  Tim,  upon  the  fpot, 
By  all  this  coil  what  haft  thou  got  ? 
If  Tories  nruft  have  all  the  fport, 
I  fear  you'll  be  difgrace'd  at  court- 

r.  Got  ?  D my  blood,  I  frank  my  letters,  145 

Walk  to  my  place  before  my  betters, 
And,  ilmple  as  I  now  ftand  here, 

Expert  in  time  to  be  a  peer 

Got  ?  D me,  why  I  got  my  will ! 

Ne'er  hold  my  peace,  and  ne'er  ftand  ftill:          150 
I  fart  with  twenty  laclies  by  ; 

They  call  me  beaft  ;  and  what  care  I  ? 

I  bravely 
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1  bravely  call  the  Tories  Jacks, 

And  ions  of  whores behind  their  backs. 

But  could  you  bring  me  once  to  think,  155 

That  when  I  ftrut,  and  ihire,  and  (link, 

Revile  and  (lander,  fume  and  ftorm, 

Betray,  make  oath,  impeach,  inform, 

With  fuch  a  conftant  loyal  zeal 

To  ferve  mvfelf  and  commonweal,  160 

J 

And  fret  the  Tories  fouls  to  death, 

I  did  but  lofe  my  precious  breath, 

And  when  I  damn  my  foul  to  plague  'em. 

Am,  as  you  tell  me,  but  their  maygame  ; 

Confume  my  vitals  !   they  fhould  know,  165 

I  am  not  to  be  treated  fo  ; 

I'd  rather  hang  myfelf  by  half. 

Than  give  thole  rafcals  caufe  to  laugh. 

But  how,  my  friend,  can  I  endure, 
Once  fo  renown'd,  to  live  obfcure  ?  170 

No  little  boys  and  girls  to  cry, 
"  There's  nimble  Tim  a-pam'ng  by  ?': 
No  more  my  dear  delightful  way  tread 
Of  keeping  up  a  party-hatred  ? 
Will  none  the  Tory  dogs  purftie,  175 

When  through  the  ftreets  I  cry,  Halloo  ? 
Mu ft  all  my  d — mee's,  bloods,  and  wounds, 
Pals  only  now  for  empty  founds  ? 
Shall  Lory  rafcals  be  eLcledj 

Although  I  iwear  them  difafrectecl  ?  1 80 

And  when  I  roar,   A plott  a  jlot, 
Will  our  own  party  mind  me  not  ? 
So  qualified  to  fwear  and  lie, 
Will  they  not  truft  me  for  a  fpy  ? 

Dear  Mullinix,  your  good  advice  185 

I  beo; ;  you  fee  the  cafe  is  nice : 

O    *      * 

O  !   were  I  equal  in  renown, 
Like  thee  to  pleafe  this  thanklcfs  town ! 
Or  blefs'd  with  fuch  engaging  parts 
To  win  the  truant  fchoolboys  hearts !  rgo 

£e  3  Thy 
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Thy  virtues  meet  their  juft  reward, 

Attended  by  the  fable  guard. 

Charm 'd  by  thy  voice,  the  'prentice  drops 

The  fnow  ball  deftin'd  at  thy  chops  : 

Thy  graceful  fteps,  and  coPnel's  air,  195 

Allure  the  cinder-picking  fair. 

M.  No  more in  mark 'of  true  affection, 

I  take  thee  under  my  protection  : 

Thy  parts  are  good,  'tis  not  deny'd  ; 

I  wifli  they  had  been  well  apply 'd.  200 

But  now  obferve  my  counfel,   (viz.) 

Adapt  your  habit  to  your  phyz ; 

You  niuft  no  longer  thus  equip  ye, 

As  Horace  fays,  optat  ephippia  ; 

(There's  Latin  too,  that  you  may  fee  205 

How  much  improve'd  by  Doctor ). 

I  have  a  coat  at  home,  that  you  may  try  ; 
Tis  juft  like  this,  which  hangs  by  geometry. 
Mv  hat  has  much  the  nicer  air  : 

j  * 

Your  block  will  fit  it  to  a  hair.  2io 

That  wig,  I  would  not  for  the  world 

Have  it  ib  formal,   and  fo  cuii'd  ; 

'IVill  be  fo  oily  and  fo  fleek, 

When  I  have  lain  in  it  a  week, 

You'll  find  it  well  prepar'd  to  take  2 1 5 

The  figure  of  toupee  or  fnake. 

Thus  drefs'd  alike  from  top  to  toe, 

That  which  is  which  'tis  hard  to  know, 

When  fir  ft  in  public  we  appear, 

I'll  lead  the  van,  keep  you  the  rear  ;  22O 

Be  careful,  as  you  walk  behind  ; 

Ufe  all  the  talents  of  your  mind  ; 

Be  ftudious  well  to  imitate 

My  portly  motion,  mien,  and  gate  ; 

Mark  my  addrefs,  and  learn  my  ftile,  225 

When  to  look  fcornful,  when  to  fmile; 

Nor  fputter  out  your  oaths  fo  faft, 

But  keep  your  fwearing  to  the  laft. 

Then 
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'Then  at  our  leifure  we'll  bs  witty, 

And  in  the  ftreets  divert  the  city ;  230 

The  ladies  from 'the  windows  gaping, 

The  children  all  our  motions  aping. 

Your  converfation  to  refine, 

I'll  take  you  to  ibme  friends  of  mine, 

Choice  fpirits,  who  employ  their  parts  235 

To  mend  the  world  by  ufcful  arts  ; 

Some  cleanfing  hollow  tubes,  to  fpy 

Direct  the  zenith  of  the  iky  ; 

Some  have  the  city  in  their  care, 

From  noxious  {teams  to  purge  the  air ;  24® 

Some  teach  us  in  thefe  dang'rous  days 

How  to  walk  upright  in  our  ways  ; 

Some  whofe  reforming  hands  engage 

To  lafh  the  lewdnefs  of  the  age  ; 

Some  for  the  public  fervice  go  245 

Perpetual  envoys  to  and  fro  : 

Whofe  able  heads  fupport  the  weight 

Of  twenty  minifters  of  frate. 

We  (corn,  for  want  of  talk,  to  jabber 

Of  parties  o'er  our  bonny-clabber:  250 

Nor  are  we  ftudious  to  inquire, 

Who  votes  for  manors,  who  for  hire  : 

Our  care  is  to  improve  the  mind 

With  what  concerns  all  humankind ; 

The  various  fcenes  of  mortal  life,  255 

Who  beats  her  hufband,  who  his  wife  ; 

Or  how  the  bully,  at  a  ftroke, 

Knock'd  down  the  boy,  the  lantern  broke. 

One  tells  the  rife  of  eheefe  and  oat-meal ; 

Another  when  he  got  a  hot  meal ;  260 

One  gives  advice  in  proverbs  old, 

Inftrufts  us  how  to  tame  a  fcold ; 

Or  how  by  almanacks  'tis  clear, 

That  herrings  will  be  cheap  this  year. 

T.  Dear  Mullinix,  I  now  lament  265 

My  precious  time  fo  long  mis-fpcnt, 

By 
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By  nature  meant  for  nobler  ends  : 

O,  introduce  me  to  your  friends! 

For  whom  by  birth  1  was  defign'd,- 

Till  politics  debas'd  my  mind  :  270 

I  give  myfelf  entire  to  you  ; 

G—  d the  Whigs  and  Tories  too. 
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*  EPITAPH   of  BY-WORDS. 


TTER.E  lies  a  round  woman,  who  thought  mighty  odd 
•*••*•  Evr'y  word  fhe  e'er  heard  in  this  church  about 

God, 

Toconvinceherof  G  o  <7the  goodDean  did  endeavour: 
But  iiill  in  her  heart  ihe  held  nntui  e  more  ckver. 
Tho'  he  talk'cl  much  of  virtue,  her  head  always  run  5 
Upon  fomething  or  other  ihe  found  better  fun  : 
For  the  dame,  by  her  ikill  in  all  airs  aftronomical, 
Irnagin'd,  to  li\e  in  the  clouds  was  but  comical. 
In  this  world  Ihe  defpis'd  ev'ry  loul  Ihe  met  here  ; 
And  now  flic's  in  t'other,  ihe  thinks  it  but  quier.   10 


£*r  is 


EPIGRA^F,  on  feeing  a  worthy  Prelate  go 
out  of  Church  in  the  time  of  DIVINE 
SERVICE,  to  wait  on  his  Grace  the  Duke 
of  D  -  . 

Ord  Pam  in  the  church   (could  you  think  it  ?) 

kneel'd  down  ; 
When  told  the  Lieutenant  was  raft  come  to  town, 

His 
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His  ftation  defpifing,  unaw'd  by  the  place, 
His  flies  from  his  God  to  attend  on  his  Grace: 
To  the  court  it  was  fitter  to  pay  his  devotion,  5 

Since  God  had  no  hand  in  his  Lordfhip's  promotion. 


*  EPIGRAM  from  the  FRENCH. 


CIJI,  I  admit  your  gen'ral  rule, 

*^  That  ev  ry  ,>oet  is  «  fool  : 

But  you  yourftlf  may  ic/ve  to  fliow  it, 

That  ev'ry  fool  is  not  a  poet. 


EPITAPH  on  FRANCIS  CHART  RES 


Here  continueth  to  rot 

The  body  of  FK  AKCJ     '  :  '  ARTRES ; 

Who,  with  an  INFLFXIULE  CONSTA-  CY, 

And  INIMITABLE   UNIFORMITY  of   life, 

PER- 


•f-  Fr.  Chartre-  was  a  mr.n  infamous  for  all  manner  of  v'ces.  When 
he  was  at;  enfign  in  the  aimy,  he  was  drum  in  d  v  ut  of  the  regiment 
for  a  cheat;  he  was  nexi  ha1  ifh<-d  BiuiJc'  ,  and  drummed  out  of  Ghent, 
on  the  fame  acc'.».  <)  .  A  t^r  a  hundred  fi  k;  at  the  gaming  tables, 
he  took  to  lending  f  mor;  y  ;,t  •.-xhor-itJ.  inr.'n.'.r'f  and  on  great  pen- 
akit'..  .:ctu:T!u!ating  p  c-m  uiri.  ,nterdt,  .  ;i  !  ,,.pi:al  into  a  new  ca..:- 
tal,  and  fu?i;  -  o  a  minute  v  hen  the  payments  became  due.  In  a 
word,  by  a  ccirftan*.  at:t:ition  t"  ;i-e  vu\s,  wanrs,  and  iollies  of  man- 
kind, he  acquired  an  immeni'e  tortune.  His  ht.u'e  vv.-.s  a  prrpetual 
bawdyhoufe.  He  was  twice  condtmned  Icr  rajns,  a:;d  j-.:i\:^n-.d  j  but 
the  !a }  \:me  no)  v\ithoui  imprifonment  ii.  N.^  att,  and  larre  con- 
f-fcaii(.-ns.  He  died  in  Scotland  in  175!}  ag^c:  6z.  The  pc  pu!a«.e  at 
bis  funeral  raifed  a  great  riot,  almoft  tore  the  body  o"t  of  ihe  coffin, 

and 
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PERSISTED, 

In  fpite  of  AGE  and  INFRMITIES, 

Jn  the  practice  of  EVERY  HUMAN  VICE; 

Excepting  PRODIGALITY  a::d  HYPOCRISV: 

His  infatiable  AV  A  ;«  ICE  exempted  him  from  the  fir  ft,. 

His  matchlefs  IMPUD-ENCE  :-Vom  the  fecond. 

Nor  was  he  more  firigular 
In  the  undeviating  pravity  of  his  manners, 

'I  'lan  iucceisful 

In  accumulating  WEALTH  : 

For,  without  TRADE  or  PROFESSION, 

Without  TRUST  of    PUUf  1C   MON.  Y, 

And  without  BRIBE- WOK  THY  iervice, 
He  acquired,  or  more  properly  created, 

.A    MINISTERIAL     ESTATE. 

He  was  the  only  peri  on  of  his  time, 
Who  could  CHEAT  without  the  malk  of  HONESTY, 

Retain  his   primeval   MEANNESS, 

When  poflefled  of  TEN  THOUSAND  a-year  • 

And  having  daily  deferved  the  GIBBET  for  what  he 

DID, 
Was  at  laft  condemned  to  it  for  what  he  could  not  do. 

Oh  indignant  reader  ! 

Think  not  his  life  ufelefs  to  mankind ! 

PROVIDENCE  conniv'd  at  his  execrable.deiigns, 

To  give  to  after  ages 

A  confpicuous  PROO-F  and  EXAMPLE, 

Of  how  fmalfeftimation  is  EXORBITANT  WEALTH 

In  the  fight  of  GOD, 
By  his  beflowing  it  on  the  moft  u  N  w  ORTHY  of 

ALL    MORTALS. 


and  caft  dead  d-.^gs,    Sec.  into  the   grave  along    with  it.     This  epitaph 

contains  his  charter,   very  juftly  drawn  by  Dr.  Arbuthnot. This 

fentleman  was  worth  feven  thoufand  p.'junds  a-year  cltatc^in  land,  and 
abowt  a:i  hundred  thouf^nd-  in  money.     PJJ,(, 

*  Joannes 
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*  Joannes  jacet  hie  Mirandvla caiera  Korunt 

Et  Tagus  et  Ganges forfan  et  Antipodes. 

Applied  to  FRANCIS  CHARTRES. 

TTEre  Francis  Chartres  lies be  civil ! 

•*-•*•  The  reft  God  knows — perhaps  the  devil. 


%&g$^^ 


*  E   P    1   G    R   A   M. 

T>Eter  complains,  that  God  has  given 
To  his  poor  babe  a  life  fo  fhort : 
Conlider,  Peter,  he's  in  heav'n  ; 
'Tis  £ood  to  have  a  friend  at  court. 

o 


*  A  N  O  T  H  E  R. 


VOU  beat  your  pate,  and  fancy  wit  will  come  : 
•*•   Knock  as  you  pleafe,  there's  no  body  at  home. 
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*EPITAPH. 


then,  poor  G lies  under  ground 

So  there's  an  end  of  honeft  Jack. 
So  little  juftice  here  he  found, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  he'll  ne'er  come  back. 


EPIGRAM  on  the  Toafts  of  the  KIT-KAT 

Club. 

Anno  116. 


T  17  Hence  death-lefs  kit-kat  took  its  name, 
^  *        Few  critics  can  unriddle  ; 
Some  fay  from  paftry-cook  it  came, 

And  forme  from  cat  and  fiddle. 
From  no  trim  beau  its  name  it  boafts, 

Grey  ftatefmen,  or  green  wits  ; 
But  from  this  pell-mell  pack  of  toafts 

Of  old  cats  and  young  kits. 


*To 
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*  To  a  LADY,  with  the  Temple  of  Fame. 

"ITTHat's  fame  with  men,  by  cuftom  of  the  nation, 
^  *     Is  call'd  in  women  only  reputation  : 
About  them  both  why  keep  we  liich  a  pother? 
Part  you  with  one,  and  I'll  renounce  the  other. 


*  VERSES  to  be  placed  under  the 

of  ENGLAND'S  ARCH-POET  ;   contain- 
ing a  complete  Catalogue  of  his  Works. 

SEE  who  ne'er  was  nor  will  be  half  read^! 
Who  firft  fung  Arthur  f,  then  fung  Alfred  J ; 
Prais'd  great  Eliza  ||  in  God's  anger, 
Till  all  true  Englifhmen  cry'd,  Hang  her ! 

Made  William's  virtues  wipe  the  bare  a ,  5 

And  hang'd  up  Marlb 'rough  in  arras  **  : 

Then  hifs'd  from  earth,  grew  heav'nly  quite ; 

Made  ev'ry  reader  curfe  the  light  -f-f  ; 

Maul'd  human  wit  in  one  thick  fatire  ij  ; 

Next,  in  three  books,  funk  human  nature  l!||,         10 


•f-  Two  heroic  poems  in  folio,  twenty  books. 

J  Heroic  poems  in  twelve  books. 

||  Heroic  poems  in  folio,  ten  books. 

**  Inftructions  to  Vanderbank,  a  tapeftry-weavcr. 

•f-f-  Hymn  to  the  light. 

JJ  Sarire  again!!  wit. 

1 1|   Of  the  nature  of  man* 

VOL.  VII.  Ff  Undid 
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Undid  creation  *  at  a  jerk, 

And  or  redemption  f  made  damn'd  work. 

Then  took  his  mufe  at  once,  and  dipt  her 

Full  in  the  middle  of  the  fcripture  : 

What  wonders  there  the  man  grown  old  did  !        15 

Sternhold  himfelf  he  out-Sternholded  : 

Made  David  i  feem  fo  mad  and  freakiih. 

All  thought  him  juft  what  thought  King  Achifh. 

No  mortal  read  his  Solomon  |j, 

But  judg'd  R'oboam  his  own  fon.  <2O 

Moles  **  he  ferv'd  as  Mofes  Pharaoh, 

And  Deborah  as  (lie  Siferah  ; 

Made  Jeremy  -ff  full  fore  to  cry, 

And  Job  ±J  himfelf  curie  God  and  die. 

What  punimment  all  this  muft  "follow  ;  25 

Shall  Arthur  ufe  Urn  like  King  Tollo  ? 
Shall  David  as  Uriah  (lay  him  ? 
Or  dext'roits  Deb'rah  Siferah  him-? 
Or  fhall  Eiiza  lay  a  plot 

To  treat  him  like  her  lifter  Scot?  -30 

Shall  William  dub  his  better  end  j|   ? 
Or  Marlb'rough  ferve  him  like  a  friend  ? 

No,  none  of  thefe heav'n  fpare  his  life  ! 

But  fend  him,  honeft  Job,  thy  wife. 


•*  Creation,   a  poem,  in  feven   books. 

••f-  The  Redeemer,  another  heroic  poem, -in fix  books. 

•J  Tianflation  of.all  the  Pfalms. 

|j  Canticles  and  Ecclefiaftes. 

**  Paraphrafe  of  the  canticles  of  Mofes  and  Deborah,  &c, 

•j-f-  The  Lam?  ntation?. 

^|  The  whole  book  of  Job,  a  poem  in  folio. 

fj  U  Kick  him  on  the  fereech,  not  knight  him  on  the  flioulder. 
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.Dr.  SWIFT  to  Mr.  POPE,   while  he  was 
writing  the  DUNCIAD. 

DOPE  has  the  talent  well  to  fpeak, 

But  not  to  reach  the  ear  ; 
His  loudeft  voice  is  low  and  weak, 
The  Dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 

A  while  they  on  each  other  look,  £ 

Then  difPrent  itudies  chufe  j 
The  Dean  fits  plodding  on  a  book, 

Pope  walks,  and  courts  the  mule. 

Now  backs  of  letters,  though  defign'd 

For  thofe  who  more  will  need  'em,  IO 

Are  iill'd  with  hints,  and  interlin'd, 
Himfeif  can  hardly  read  'em. 

Each  atom  by  fome  other  ftruck,  - 

All  turns  and  motions  tries  : 
Till  in  a  lump  together  iluck,  15 

Behold  a  poem  rife  ! 

Yet  to  the  .Dean  his  fhare  allot; 
He  claims  it  bv  a  canon  ; 

«  ' 

That  wifbJett  which  a  thing  is  not, 

Is  can  fa  fine  qua  non.  26 

Thus,  Pope  *,  in  vain  you  boaft  your  wit  ; 

For,  had  oar  deaf  divine 
Been  for  your  converfation  fit, 

You  had  not  writ  a  line. 

*   A  polite  turn  is  given  to  this  incident,  by  Mr.  Pope,  in  his  let- 
tcr.to  Dr.  Sheridan. 

F  f  2  Of 
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Of  prelate  thus  for  preaching  fam'd  2C 

The  fexton  reafon'd  well ; 
And  juftly  half  the  merit  claim'd, 


Becaufe  he  rang  the  bell. 


*  B  O  U  N  C  E    to   FOP. 


epiftle  from  a  dog  at  Twickenham  to  a  dog  at 

court. 


thee,  fweet  Fop,  thefe  lines  I  fend, 
A    Who,  though  no  fpaniel,  am  a  friend, 
Though  once  my  tail  in  wanton  play, 
Now  frifking  this  and  then  that  way, 
Chance'd  with  a  touch  of  juft  the  tip  £ 

To  hurt  your  lady-lap-dog-fhip  : 
Yet  thence  to  think  I'd  bite  your  head  off ! 
Sure  Bounce  is  one  you  never  read  of. 

Fop  !  you  can  dance,  and  make  a  leg, 
Can  fetch  and  carry,  cringe  and  beg.  IO 

And  (what's  the  top  of  all  your  tricks) 
Can  ftoop  to  pick  up  firings  and  fticks. 
We  country-dogs  love  nobler  fport, 
And  fcorn  the  pranks  of  dogs  at  court. 
Fie,  naughty  Fop  !  where'er  you  come,  15 

To  fart  and  pifs  about  the  room, 
To  lay  your  head  in  ev'ry  lap, 

And,  when  they  think  not  of  you* fnap  ! 

The  worft  that  envy  or  that  fpite 

E'er  filid  of  me,  is,  I  can  bite  ;  20 

That  idle  gypfies,  rogues  in  rags, 

Who  poke  at  me,  can  make  no  brags  ; 

And 
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And  that  to  towze  fuch  things  as  flutter, 
To  honeft  Bounce  is  bread  and  butter. 

While  yon,,  and  ev'ry  courtly  fop,  a$! 

Fawn  on  the  devil  for  a  chop, 
I've  the  humanity  to  hate 
A.  butcher,  though  he  brings  me  meat  ;• 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  have  a  nofe, 
(Whatever  fiinking  fops  fuppofe),  30 

That,  under  cloth  of  gold  or  ihTue, 
Can  (mail a  plaifter,  or  an  iffue. 

Your  pilf 'ring  lord  with  ilmple  pride 
May  wear  a  picklock  at  his  fide  ; 
My  matter  wants  no  key  of  ftate,  35 

For  Bounce  can  keep  his  houfe  and  gate. 

When  all  fuch  dogs  have  hud  their  days, 
As  knavifh  Pams,  and  fawning  Trays  ; 
When  pamper'd  Cupids,  beaftly  Venis, 
And  motley,  fquinting  Harlequinis  *,  4$ 

Shall  lick  no  more  their  ladies  br , 

But  die  of  loofenefs,  claps,  or  itch ; 
Fair  Thames  from  either  echoing  fhore 
Shall  hear  and  dread  my  manly  roar. 

See  Bounce,  like  Berecynthia,  crown'd  45 

With  thund'ring  offspring  all  around  ; 
Beneath,   befide  me,   and  at  top, 
A  hundred  fons,  and  not  one  fop  ! 

Before  my  children  fer  your  beef, 
Not  one  true  Bounce  will  be  a  thief;  5° 

Not  one  without  permiffion  feed, 
(Though  fome  of  J —  -  n's  hungry  breed)  : 
But  whatfoe'er  the  father's  race, 
From  me  they  fuck  a  little  grace  : 

*  Al\i  legunt  Harve quints, 
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While  your  fine  whelps  learn  all  to  fteal,  55 

Bred  up  by  hand  on  chick  and  veal. 

My  eldeft  born  refides  not  far, 
Where  {nines  great  Stratford's  glitt'ring  ftar  : 
My  fecond  (child  of  fortune  !)  waits 
At  Burlington 'sPalladian  gates  :  60 

A  third  majeftically  ftalks 
,(Happieft  of  dogs  !)  in  Cobham's  walks  : 
One  ufhers  friends  to  Burthurft's  door  ; 
One  fawns  at  Oxford's  on  the  poor. 

Nobles  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn,  ^5 

Wait  for  my  infants  yet  unborn. 
None  but  a  peer  of  wit  and  grace 
Can  hope  a  puppy  of  my  race. 

And  O  !  would  fate  the  blifs  decree 

To  mine,  (a  blifs  too  great  for  me  !),  70 

That  two  my  talleft  fons  might  grace, 

.Attending  each  with  ftateiy  pace, 

lulus'  lide,  aserft  Evander's  f, 

To  keep  offflatt'rers,   ipies,  and  panders, 

To  let  no  noble  flave  come  near,  75 

And  fcare  Lord  Fannys  from  his  ear  : . 

Then  might  a  royal  youth,  and  true, 

Enjoy  at  leaft  a  friend- or  two  5 

A  treafure,  which  of  royal  kind 

Few  but  himfelf  deferve  to  find.  So- 

Then  Bounce  ('tis  all  that  "Bounce  can  crave) 

Shall  wag  her  tail  within  the  grave. 


.  8.. 


"On 
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**  On  the  Go iint ifs  of  RURLINGTON  cut- 
ting PAPER. 

"DALLAS  grew  vap'rifh  once  and  odd  ; 

She  would  not  do  the  lead  right  thing, 
Either  for  goddefs  or  for  god, 

Nor  work,  nor  play,    nor  paint,  nor  fing. 

Jove  frown'd,  and  <c  Ufe"  (he  cry'd)  "  thofe  eyes  5 
""So  ikilful,    and  thofe  hands  fo  taper; 

"€*  Do  fomething  exquifite  and  wife" 

She  bow'd,  obey'd  him,  and  cut  paper. 

This  vexing  him  who  gave  her  birth, 

Thought  by  all  heav'n  a  burning  fhame,  10 

"What  does  fhe  next,  but  bids  on  earth 

Her  Burlington  do  juft  the  fame  ? 

Tallas,   you  give  yourfelf  ftrange  airs  ; 

But  fure  you'll  find  it  hard  to  fpoil 
The  fenfe  and  tafte  of  one  that  bears  15 

The  name  of  Saville  and  of  Boyle. 

Alas  !   one  bad  example  fhown, 

How  quickly  all  the  fex  purfue  ? 
See,    Madam  !   fee,  the  arts  o'erthrown 

Between  John  Overtoil  and  you.  20 


On 
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On  a   certain  LADY  at  court. 


T  Knowthe  thing  that's  moft  uncommon, 

(Envy,  be  (ilent,  and  attend  !) 
1  know  a  reafonable  woman, 

Handfome  and  witty,  yet  a  friend. 

Not  warp'd  by  paffion,  aw'd  by  rumour  !  5 

Nor  grave  through  pride,  or  gay  through  folly  % 

An  equal  mixture  of  good  humour, 
And  fenlible  foit  melancholly. 

"  Has  {he  no  faults  then,"  (Envy  fays),  "  Sir  ?" 
Yes,  fhe  has  one,  I  muft  aver  :  10 

V/hen  all  the  world  confpires  to  praife  her, 
The  woman's  deaf,  and  does  not  hear. 


END  of  VOL. VII. 
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